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PREFACE 


H O' it be dangerous to raiſe too great an Expecta- 

tion, eſpecially in Works of this Nature, where 
we are to pleaſe an unfatiable Audience, yet "tis reaſon- 
able to pre oſſeſs them in favour of an Author, and there- 
fore both the Prologue and Epilogue inform'd you, that 
OEdipus was the moſt celebrated Piece of all Antiquity: 
That Sophocles, not only the greateſt Wit, but one of che 
greateſt Men in Athens, made it for the Stage, at the 


publick Coſt; and that it had the Reputation of heing his 


Maſter-1ziece, not only amongſt the Seven of his which 
are ſtill remaining, but of the greater Number which are 
periſh'd, Ariſtotle bas more than once admir'd it in his 
Book of Poetry; Horace has mentioned it; Lucuilus, Ju- 
Ius Ceſar, and other noble Romans, have written on the 
ſame Subject, tho? their Poems are wholly loſt ; but Sexe- 
ca's isſt111 preſerv'd. In our own Age, Corneille has at- 


tem ted it, and, it appears by his Preface, with great Suo-- 


ceſs; But « judicious Reader will eaſily obſerve, how 
much the Copy is interior to the Original, He tells you 
him ſelf, that he owes a great part of his Sueceſs to the 
happy Epiſede of Th:ſeus and Dirce, which is the ſamething, 
as if we ſhould acknowledge, that we are indebted for our 
good Fortune, to the Under-plot of Adraftus, Eurydice, 
and Creon. The Truth is, he miſcrably failed in the 
Character of a Hero. If he deſired that O Edipus ſhould 
be pitted, he ſhonld have made him a better Man. H: for- 


got that Sophocles had riken Care to ſhew him in his firſt 
Eutrence, a juſt, « merciſul, a ſacceſsful, a religieus 


Prince, and, in thort, a Facher of his Country: Inſtead of 
theſe, he bis crawn him ſuſpicious, deligning, more an- 
xious of kreping the Theban Crown, than ſoll:cuous for 
the S fery of his People; hector'd by Teens, contend 
by Dirce, an ſcarce malmtatinng a ſecond part in his 


on Tragedy, This was av Error in the fix L CO 
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on and therefore never to be mended in the ſecond vr 
the third: He introduced a gteater Hero than OEai pus 
'hinifelf; for hen Theſeus was once there, that Compa- 
nion of Hereules muſt yield to none: The Poet was obli- 
ged to furniſh him with Buſineſs, to make bim an Equi- 
page ſuitable to his Pignity ; and, by following him too 
'loſe, to loſe his other King of Brentford in the Croud. 
Seneca, on the other ſide, as if there were no ſuch thing 
as Nature to be minded in a Play, is always running after 
pompous Expreſſions, pointed Sentences, and philoſophi- 
ca] Notions, more proper for the Study, than the Stage: 
The Frenchman followed a wrong Scent ; and the Roman 
was abſolutely at cold Hunting. All we could gather out 
of Corneille, was, that an Epiſode muſt be, but not his 
way And Seneca ſupply'd us with no new Hint, but on- 
-y a Rèlat ion which he makes of his Treſias raiſing the 
'Ghoſt of La jus, which is here per form'd in View of the 
Audience; the Rites and Ceremonies ſo far his, as he a» 
*greed with Antiquity, and the Religion of the Greeks: 
But he himſelf was beholden to Homer's Nreſias in the o- 
4#zſſesfor ſome of them; and the reſt have been collected 
from Heliodore's, Ethiopiques, and Luncan's Erictho. So- 
phocles indeed is admirable every where; and therefor we 
Have follovred him as cloſe as poſſibly we cou'd : But the 
Athenian Theatre (whether more perfect than ours, is not 
no diſputed) had a Perfection differing from ours. You 
—*fee there in every Act a ſingleScene (or two at moſt) which 
manage the Buſineſs of the Play; and after that ſucceeds 
the Chorus, which commonly takes up more Time in 
iinging, than there has been employ'd in ſpeaking. The 
Principal Perſon appears almoſt conſtantly thro? the 
Play ; but the inferior Parts ſeldom above once in the 
whole Tragedy. The Conduct of our Stage is much more 
di fſicult, where we are ollig'd never to Joſe any conſi- 
'Gerable Character which we have once preſented, Cuſ- 
Tom likewiſe has obtiin'd, that we muſt form an Under- 
Plot of ſecond Perſons, which muſt be depending on the 
Firſt ; and their By-Walks muſt be like thoſe-in a Laby- 
*rinth, which all of them lead into the great Parterre, or 
Yike ſo many ſeveral' Lodging Chambers, which have 
their Out- lets into the ſame Gallery. Perhaps, after all, 
jf we cou'd-think -ſo, the ancient-Method, as tis the 
R eaſieſt, 
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euſieſt, is alſo the moſt natural, and the beſt: For Vari 
ety, as tis manag d, is too often £ ubject to breed Diſtrac- 
tion; and while we would pleaſe too many ways, for 
avant of Art in the Conduct, we pleaſe in none. But we 
have given you more already than was neceſſary for a 
Preface z and, for ought we know, may gain no more 
by our Inſtructions, than that politick Nation is like te 


do, who have taught their Enemies to fight ſo long, 


that at laſt they are in a Condition to invade them. 
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Then Sophocles with Socrates did ſit | 
Supreme, aha mover one, and one in Mit: 
Aud Wit from Wiſdom differ d not in thoſe, 
But as 'twas ſung in Verſe, or ſaid in Proſe, 
Then CEdipus on Crowned Theatres, 

Drew all admiring Eyes and lifl-ning Ears 8 
The pleas d Spectator ſhouted e very Line, 

The nobleſt, manlieſt, aud the beſt Deſign ! 
And every Critick of each learned Age, 


By this juſt Model, has reform'd the Stage. 


Now, ſhould it fail, (as Heavn avert our fear!) 
Damn it in Silence, leſt the World ſhould hear. 
For were it known this Poem did not pleaſe, 

Tou might ſet up for perfect Sal vages: 

Tour Neighbours would not look on you as Men, 
But think the Nation all turn d Pits again. 
Faith, as you manage Matters, tis not fit 


| You ſhould ſuſpect yourſelves of too much Wit. 


Drive not the Jeſt too far, but ſpare this Piece, 
And, for this once, be not more wiſe than Greece: 
See twice! do not pell-mell to damning fall, 

Like true-born Britons, who ne er think at all: 
Pray be ad vis d; and tho) at Mons you won, 
Ou pointed Cannon do not always run. 


. Withſome Reſpect to ancient Wit proceed, 


Tou take the four firſt Councils for your Creed. 

But when you lay Tradition wholly by, 

And on the private Spirit alone rely, 

Wu turn Fanaticks in your Poetry. 

If, notwithſtanding all that we can ſay, | 

Wu need: will have your Penn'worths of the Play, 

And come reſold to damn, becauſe vou pay: 
Record it, in Memorial of the Fad, © 
The firſt Play bury'd ſince the Woollen A, 


PROLOGUE. 


FJ HEN Athens all the Grecian State did guide, 
And Grece gave Laws to all the World beſitle, 
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A plenſe ou more, but burning of a Pope. 
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EPILOGUE. 


H A T Sophocles tould undertake alone, 
Our Poets found a Work for more than one 
And therefore two lay tugging at the Piece, 33 
With all their Force, to draw the pondrous Maſs from 
Greece. 
A Weight: that bent een Seneca's ſtrong Muſe, 
And which Corneille's Shoulders did refuſe. 
So hard it is th) Athenian Harp to ſtring ! 
So much two Conſuls yield to one juſt King. 
Terror and Pity this whole Poem ſway, 
The mightieſi Mar hines that can mount a Play. 


How heavy will theſe vulgar Souls be found, 


Whom two ſuch Engines cannot move from Ground? 

When Greece and Rome hnve ſmil'd upon this Birth, 
Nu can but damn for one poor Spot of Earth. 

And when your Children find your Judgments ſuch, : 


| They'll ſcorn their Sires, and wiſh themſelves born 


Each haughty Poet will infer with Eaſe, 

How much his Wit muſt under-write to pleaſe. 

As ſome ſtrong Churl would brandiſhing advance 
The monumental Sword that conquer d France 3 

So you, by judging this, your Judgments teach 

Thus far you like, that is, thus far you reach. 

Since then the Vote of full two thouſand Years | 
Has cromn d this Plot, and all the Dend are theirs, 


Think it @ Debt you pay, not Alms you give, 


And in your own Defence, let this Play live. 
Think em- nor vnin, when Sophoecles 7s ſhewny - 
Tv praiſe his Worth, they humbly doubt their owns 
Net, as weak States each other's Pow'r aſſure, 


Weak Poets by Conjunction are ſecure: 


Their Treat is what your Palates reliſh moſt, 
Charm! Song! and Show ! a Murder, and a Ghoſt? 
We know ne what you can deſire or hope, 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


* 
| Edipus, Mir. Netterton, 
Adraſtus, Mr, Smith. 
Creon, | Mr. Sanford, 
Tireſias, Mr. Harris. 
Hæmon, Mr. Crosby. 
— . --- Mr. Williams, 
Diocles, Mr. Norris. 
Pyracmon, Mr. Bowman. 
Phorbas, - Mr. Gillow, 
Dymas, 
_ FMgeon, © TS 
Ghoſt of Lajus, Mr. Willi ams. 
WOMEN. 
Jocaſta, ; Mrs. Betterton; 
Eurydice, Mrs. Lee. 
Manto, | : Mrs. Evans. 


Prieſts, Citizens, Attendants, &c. 
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ACT I SCENE I. 
The Curtain riſes to a plaintive Tune, repreſenting 
the preſent Condition of Thebes : Dead Bodies 


appear at a diſtance in the Streets; ſome Jainty 
go oder the Stage, others drop. 


Enter Alcander, Diodles and Pyracmon. 


Alcander. 


AEchinks we ſtand on Ruins; Nature ſhakes 
About us; and the univerſal Frame 
so looſe, that it but wants another Puſh 
To leap from off its Hinges. 
Dio. No Sun to chear us, but a bloody 
Salt Globe 
That rolh above, a bald and beamleſs Fire; 
His Face o'er grown with Scurfe: The Sun? s ſick too; 
Shortly he'll be on Earth, 
Pyr. Therefore the Seaſons 
Lie all confus'd;; and, by the Heav'ns neglected, 
Forget themſelves: Blind Winter meets the Summer 
In his Mid-way, and, ſeeing not his Livery, 
Has driv'n him heationy back : Andthe raw Damps 
With flaggy Wings fly heavily about, 
Scattering their peſtilential Colds and Rheums 
Tuo all the lazy Air. b 
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© Alc. Hence W follow, 6 
On bleating Flocks, and on the lowing Herds i ; 


At laſt, the Malady 
Grew more domeſtick, and the Fairbful Dog 
Dy d at his Maſter's Feet. 
Dio. And next his Maſter : 
For all thoſe Plagues which Earth and Air bad braoded, 
Firſt on inferior Creatures try'd their Force; 
And laſt they ſeiz'd on Man, 
Pyr. And then a thouſ.nd D-athsat once advanc d, 
And every Dart took place; all was ſo ſudden, 


That ſcarce a firſt Man fell: One but began 


To wonder, and ſtrait fell a wondering too; 
A third, who ſtoop'd to raiſe his dying Friend, 
Drop'd in the pions Act. Heard you that Groan ? 
[Groan without, 
Dio. A Troop of Ghofts took flight together there: 
Now Death's grown riotous, and will play no more 
For ſing le Stakes; but Families and Tribes: 
are we ſure we breathe not now our laſt, 
And that next Minute, 
Our Bodies caſt into ſome common Pit, - 


Shall not be built upon, and overlaid 


By half a People? 

Alc. There's a Chain of Cauſes 
Link d to Effects; invincible Neceſſity, 
That whate'cr is, could not but ſo have been 3 
That's my Security. 

Enter Creon. 

Cre. So had it need when all our Streets lie ws 
With dead and dying M-n, 
And Earti expoſes Bodies on the Pavements 
Mor: than ths hides in Graves! 
Berwix: ihe Bride and Bridegroom have I ſeen 
Ti Nu ti Torch do common Offices 
Of Marriage, and of Death. 

Dio. Now OEdI p 
(If he return from War, our other plague) 
Will ſcarce find half he left to grace his Triumphs. 

Pyr. A feeble Pzan will he ſung before him. 

Alc. H- would do well to bring the Wives andChildren 
Of — Argians to renew his Thebes. A | 

e. 


OEDIPUS. "mY 


| Cre. May Funerals meet him at the City Gates 
With their deteſted Omen. 
Dio. Of his Children, 
Cre. Nay, tho? ſhe be my Siſter, of his Wife, 
Alc. Oh, that our Thebes might once again behold 
A Monarch Theban born! 
Dis. We might have had one, 
Pyr. Ves, had Be People pleas? 
Cre. Come yebare my F riends 2 
The Queen, my Siſter, aftes. Lajus Death, 
Fear 'd to lie ſingle; and ſupply his Place 
With a young Succeſſor. 
Dio. He much reſembles 


Her former Husband too. 


Alc. I always thought ſo. (black Locks, 
Pyr. When twenty Winters more have WOO his 
He will be a very Lajus. | 
Cre. So he will, 
Mean time ſhe ſtands provided of a Lajus 
More young and vigorous too, by twenty Springs: 
Theſe Women are ſuch cunning Purveynrs ! 
Mark where their Appetites have once been pleas'd, 
The tanie Reſemblance in a younger Lover 
Lies brooding in their Fancies the ſame Pleaſures; 
And urges their Remembrance to Deſire. 
Dio. Had Merit, not her Dotage, been conſider'd, 
Then Creon hid been King; bur OEadipus 
A Stranger! 
Cre. That Word Stranger, I confeſs, 
Sounds harſbly in my Ears. 
Dio. We are your Creatures. 
The P:ople rrone, as in all general Ills, 
To ſudiien Change; the King un Wars abroad, 
The Qucen a Woman, weak and unregarded! 
Eurydice the Daughter of dead Lajus, = 
A Princeſs young and beautions, and unmarried. 
Methinks from theſe disjoint-d Propoſitions 
Something might be product, | . 
Cre. The Gods have done ; 
Their part, by ſ:n« ung this commodious 8 
Bur, Oh, the Princcf- ! her hard Heart is ſhut 
By Adamanzuue Locks againſt my Love. 


Ale. 


OEDIPUS.. 


Ale. Your Claim to her is ſtrong; vou are petror'o 
Pyr. True! in her „Non-age. 
Alc. But that Lett's remova. 5 
Dio. T heard the Prince of Argos, your Airaſtur, 12 
When he was Hoſtage here . 
Cre. Oh name him not! the Bane of all my Hopes x = 
That hot-brain'd, headlong Warrior, has the Charms 
Of Youth, and ſomewhar of a lucky Raſhneſs, 
To pleaſe a Woman yet more Fool than he. 
That thoughtleſs Sex is caught by outward Form 
And empty Noiſe, and loves it ſelf in Man. | 
Ac. But ſince the War broke out about our n 
He's now a Foe to Thebes ! 
Cre. But is not ſo to her; ſee ſhe appears; 
Once more I'll prove my Fortune: you inſinuate 
Kind Thoughts of me into the NMultitude 3 ; | 7 
Lay Load upon the Court, gull 'em with Freedom 3 5 
And you ſhall ſee em toſs their Tails, and gad, 
As if the Breeze had ſtung em. 
Dio. We'll about it. 
 CExeunt Alcander, Diocles, Pyracmons 


Enter Eurydice. 

Cre. Hail, Royal Maid; thou bright Eurydice! 
A laviſh Planer reign'd when thou wert born, 
And made thee of ſuch Kindred Mould to Heav'n, 
Thou ſeemſt more Heaven's than ours. 

Eur, Caſt round your Eyes; 
Where late the Streets were ſo thick ſown with Men, 
Like Cadmus Brood they juſtled for the Paſſage 3 of 
Now look for thoſe erected, Heads, and ſee em 
Like Pebbles paving all our publick Ways, 
When you have thought an this, anſwer me this 3 3 
If theſe be Hours of Courtſhip. 

Cre. Yes they are 
For when the Gods deſtroy ſo faſt, "ris time. 
We ſhould renew the Race. 
Eur. What, in the midſt of Horror ? 

Cre. Why not then? | 
There's the more need of Comfort. 
Eur. Impious Creon! | & | 
_ Unjuſt — can you oc me. 1 5 & 
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Of Love, which is Heaven's Precept, and not fear | 
That Vengeance, which you ſay purfues our Crimes, 
Should reach your Perjuries ? 

Eur. Still the old Argument. 
1 bad you caſt your Eyes on other Men, 


Now caſt em on yourſelf; think what you axe. 


Cre. A Man. 
Zur. A Man! 
Cre. Why doubt yon? I'm a Man, 
Eur. Tis well you tell me ſo, I ſhould miſtake vo 
For any other part o“ th' whole Creation, 
Rather than think you Man; hence from” my Sight, _ | 
Thou Poiſon to my Eyes. | 
Cre. Twas you firſt poiſon mine; and yet methinza 
My Face and Perſon ſnou'd not make you ſport. 
Eur. You force me, by your CIs 
To ſhew you what yon are. 
Cre. A Prince who loves you; 
And ſince your Pride provokes me, worth, your Love, 


Ev'n at his higheſt Value, 


Eur. Love for thee | 
Why Love renounc'd thee ere thou faw'ſt the Light 3 
Nature herſelf ſtart back when thou wert born, 
And cry'd, the Work's not mine 
The Midwife ſtood agaſt; and when the ſaw. 
Thy Mountain Back, and iby diſtorted Legs, 


Thy Face it felf, 


Half minted with the Royal Stamp of Man, 
And half obercome with Beaſt, ſtood doubting longs 
Whoſe Right in thee were more: : 
And knew not, if to burn thee in the Flames, 
Were not the holier Work. 
Cre. Am I to blame, if Nature threw my Boy 


In ſo perverſe a Mould ? Yer when ſhe caſt 


Her envious Hand upon my ſupple Points, 
Unable to reſiſt, and rumple dem 
On heaps in their dark Lodging, to revenge 
Her bungled Work, ſhe ſtampꝰd my Mind more fair 3 
And as from Chaos, huddled and deform'd, 
The Gods ſtrack Fire, and lighted up heir Lamps 
Tin beautify the Sky, fo ſhe inform'd 
has e Body with a darling Soul; | Ard 
E na 
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And making leſs than Man, ſhe made me more. 
Eur. No, thou'rt all one Error; Soul and Body; 
The firſt young Trial of ſome unskill'd Pow?r, 
Rude in the making Art, an Ape of Jo ve, | 
Thy crooked Mind within hunch'd out thy Back, 
And wandered in thy Limbs : To thy own Kind 
Make Love, if thou canſt find it in the World; 
And ſeek not from our Sex to raiſe an Off-ſpring, 


Which mingled with the reft, would tempt the Gods 


To cut off human Kind. 
Cre. No, let em leave 
The Argian Prince for you; that Enemy 
Of Thebes has made you falſe, and break the Vows 
You made to me. h 
Eur. They were my Mother's Vows, 
Made when I was at nurſe, 
Cre. But hear me, Maid; 
This Blot of Nature, this deform'd loath'd Creon, 
Is Maſter of a Sword, to reach the Blood 
Of your young Minion, ſpoil the Gods fine Work, 
And ſtab you in his Heart. | 
Eur, This when thou doeft, 
Then mayſt thou ſtill be curſt with loving me: 
And as thou art, be ſtill unpitied, Joath'd ; 
And let his Ghoſt No, let his Ghoſt have reſt ; 
But let the greateſt, fierceſt, fouleſt Fury, 


Let Creon haunt himſelf. (Exit Euridice 


Cre. Tis true, 1am 
What ſh: has told me, an Offence to Sight: 
My Body opens inward to my Soul, 
And lets in Day tc make my Vices ſeen 
By all diſcerning Eyes, but the blind Vulgar. 
J muſt haſte, ere Oedipus return, 
To ſnatch the Crown and her; for I ſtill love, 
But love with Malice; as an anery Cur 
Snarls while he feeds, ſo will ] ſeize and ſtaunch 
The Hunger of my Love on this proud Beauty, 
And leave the Scraps for Slaves. 


Enter Tirelias, leaning on a Staff, and led by his paugb- 


ter Manto. 
What makes this blind prophet ick Fool abroad? 
Wou'd his Apollo had him, he's too holy 


— 


For 
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For Earth and me; PII ſhun his Walk, and feek | 
My popular Friends. [Exit Creon. 
Tir, A little farther, yet a little farther :; | 
Thou wretched Daughter of a dark old Man, 
Conduct my weary Steps; and thou who ſeeſt 
For me and for thy ſelf, beware thou tread not 
With impious Steps npon dead Corps: Now ſtay, 
Methinks I draw more open, vital Air. | 
Where are we? 5 
Manto. Under Covert of a Wall; 
The moſt frequented once, and noiſy part 
Of Thebes, now Midnight Silence reigns een here ; 


And Graſs untrodden ſprings benzath our Feer, 


Tir, If there be nigh thts Place a Sunny Bank, 
There let me reſt a while: A Sunny Bark ! 
Alas, how can it be where no Sun ſhines ! 
But a dim winking Taper in the Skies, 
That nods, and ſcirce holds np its drouſ Head 


To glimmer thro! the Damps. 


A Noiſe within, Follow, Follow, Follow: 4 
| Creon, A Creon, A Creon ! 
Hark! a tumultuous Noiſe, and Creon's Name 
Thrice echo'd. 
Manto. Fly, the Tempeſt drives this way. | 
7ir. Whither can Age and Blindneſs take their flight? 
If J could fly, what could I ſuffer worſe ? 
Secure of III — [No;ſe again, Creon, Creon, Creon! 


Enter Creon, Diocles, Alcander, Pyracmon, foo a 


by the Crowd. pe 
Cre. I thank ye, Countrymen; but mnſt refuſe 
The Honours you intend me, they're too great; 
And I anrtoo unworthy ; think again, 
And make a better Choice, 
1 Cit. Think twice! I neer thought twice in all my 
Life:: That*s donble Work. | 
2 Cit, My firſt Wosd is always my ſecond ; and there- 
fore I'Il have no ſecond Word; and therefore once again 
Iſay, a Creon. : 
All. A Creon, à Creon, a Creon. 
Cre. Vet hear me Fellow-Cirigens, | 
Dio. Fellow- Citizens! there was a Word of Kindneſs, ' 
Alc, When did Odins ſalute you by that familiar 
(Name? B 2 4 Cir. 


bs er D 


* Cir. Never, never; ; he was too proud. | 

Cre. Indeed he could not, for he was a „Stranger? 2 
Bile under him our Thebes 1 8 half deſtroy'd. 

Forbid i it Heav?®n the Reſidue ſhould periſh 
Under a Thehan born, 
*Tis true, the Gods might ſend this plagne among you, 
cauſe a Stranger rul'd. But what of that? 
f Can I redreſs it now ? 
2 Cit. Yes, you or none, 
is certain that the Gods are angry with us, 
Becauſe he reigns, 
Cre. OEdipus may return, you may be rnin'd, 
1 Cit. Nay if that be the matter, we are ruinꝰd already, 
2 "Cit. Half of us that are here preſent, were living 
Pen but yeſterday ; 3 and we that are abſent do but drop 
=nd drop, and no Man knows whether he be dead or Ji- 
ing. And therefore, while we are ſound and well, let 
us ſatisfy our Conſciences, and make a new King. 
3 Cit. Ha, if we were but worthy to ſee another Co- 
ronation! And then, if we muſt die, well go merrily 
"together. 
VI. To the Queſtion, to the Queſtion, . 
Div. Are you content Creon-ſhould be your : King? 
All. A Creon, a Creon, a Creon. 
Tir. Hear me, ye Thebazs ; and thou Creon hear me. 
1 Cit. Who's that would be heard? We'll hear no Man: 
We can ſcarce hear one another. 
Nr. I charge you by the Gods to hear me. 
2 Cit. Oh 't is Apollos Pprieſt; we muſt hear him: Tais 
tde old blind Prophet that ſees all things. 
+2 Cit. He comes from the Gods too; and they are our 
Betters: An'l therefore in good Manners we muſt hear 
him. Speak Propher. 

Cit. For coming from the Gods, that's no great mat- 
ter; they can all ſay that. But he's a great Scholar, he 
can make Almanacks an he were put to't; and therefore 

I ſay hear bim. 
Tir. When angry Heav'n ſcatters its Plagues among yous 
Is it for nought, ye Thebans? Are the Guds 
'Vojuſt in puniſhing ? Are there no Crimes 
Which pull this Vengeance down? 
x Cit. Yes, yes, no doube there are ſome Sins ſtirring, 
hat are the Cauſe of all, 2 Cit. 
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3 cit. ves there are Sins, or we ſhould have no Taxes. | 
2 Cit. For my part, 1 can ſpeak it with a ſafe Cone 
ſcience, I neer ſin d * my Life, 
z Cit. Nor JI. 
3 Cit. Nor 1. S 
2 Cit. Then we are all juſti fed: The Sins Lies not at 
our Doors. 
Tir. All juſtified alike, and yet all guilty. 
Were every Man's Fatſ:-dealing brought to light, 
His Envy, Malice, Lying, Perjuries, 
His Weights and Meaſures, th? other Man's Excortiong 
With what Face could you tell offended Heav'n, 
You had not fin'd ? 
2 Cit. Nay, if theſe be Sins, the caſe is altepd: For | 
amy part, I never thought any thing but Murder had been 


2 Sin, 7 


Tir. And yet, as if all theſe were leſs than nothing, 
You add Rebellion to em. Impious Thebans ! 
Have you not ſworn before the Gods, to ſerve 
And to obey this OEgipus, your King, 
By publick Voice elected? Anſwer me, 
If this be true. 
2 Cit; This is true: But it's a hard World, Neighbours, 
Tf a Man's O:th muſt be his Maſter. 
Cre. Speak Diocles; all goes wrong. 
Dio. How are you Tra tors, Countrymen of Thebes * ? 
This holy Sir, who preſſes you with Oaths, 
Forgets your firſt. Were you not worn before 
To Lajus, and bis Blood ? 
All. We were, we were. - 
Dio. While Lajus has a lawful Sncceffor, 
Your firſt Oath ſtill muſt bind: Eurydice 


Is Hir to Lu; let her marry Creon; 


Offendec Heav'n will never be appeas OY 
While OEdipas pollutes the Throne of Lajus, 5 
A Stranger to his Blood. =; ; 
All, Well no OEdiput, no OEdipus. | | 
1 Cit, He puts the Prophet in a Mouſe-hole. | 
2 Cit. I knew it would be ſo; the laſt Man ever ſpeaks 
the heft Reaſon. 
Tir. Can Benefits thus ate ? Ungrateful Thebans! 
Remember yet, when, after Lajus Death, . 
1 | 
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Ii Monſter Sphynx laid your rich Country waſte, 
Your Vineyards ſpoil'd, your labouring Oxen flew's + | 
Yaurſslves, for Fear, mew 'd up within your Walls; 
She, taller than your Gates, Oer 100k'd your Towns 
But when ſhe rais'd her Bulk to ſail above you. | . 
Shedrove the Air around her like a Whirl-wind, | 
And ſhaded all beneath; till ſtooping down, | 
She cl. po d her Leathern-Wing agatnſt your Tow! rs, 

And thruſt out her long Neck, ev'n to the Doors. 
Dio. Alc. Pyr. We'll hear no more. | 
Tir. You durſt not meet in Temple, 

bd T invoke the Gods for Aid; the proudeſt he 

| Who leads y you now, then crow'd like a dard Larkee | 

* This Creon ſhook for fear, . 

The. Blood of Lajus crudd led. in his Veins; ' 

Tul OEdipus arri d, | 2 

calpd by his own high Courage, as, the Gods; 

Himſelf :to you a God: Ye offer d him 

Your Queen and Crown(but wh.t was then your Crown?) 

And Heav'n autboriz'd it by his Succeſs. 

Speak then, Who is your Lwful King? 

All, Tis OEdipus. | OD 
Tir, Tis OEdipus, your King more Tawful 

Dan yet you: dream; for ſomeching ſtill chere lies 5 

In Heaven's dark Volume, which read thro? Miſts 2 

Tis great, prodigious; tis a dreadful Birth 8 

Of wondrons Fate; and now, juſt now diſcloſing. 

1 ſee, I fee how terrible it dens! 

And my Soul fickens with it. 

1 Cit. How the God ſhakes him! Triumph! 
Tir. He comes! he comes! Victory! Conqueſt! 

But, oh! Guiltleſs and Guilty! Murder ! Parricide 

Inceſt ! Diſcovery! Paniſhment ended, 

And all yonr Sufferings o'er, 


A Trumpet within. Enter Hæmon. 


Hem. Rouſe up, ye Fhebans; tune y dur 7 Pens, 
Your King returns: The: Argians are O ercome; 
Their warlike- Prince in ſingle Combat taken, 
And led in Bands by God-like O 2e in, 

Al. ä OEdipus, OEd p 
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Creon. Furies con found his Fortune C de 1 fo. "end, 
Hafte, all haſte, 3 
And meet with BleM ings our ViRorious Xing: : 2 
Decree Proceſſions; bid new Holy- Days; 
Crown all the Statues of our Gods with ahn 
And raiſes Brazen Column, thus inſcrib'd; 
To CEdipus, now twice a Conqueror, Deli verer of his Thebes. 
| Traſt:me, I weep for Joy to ſee this Dy. 
Tir. Yes, Heav'n knows how thou weep" — Gs 
Country-men, e 
And, as you'd to fupplicate your ds . 
So meet your Kimg, with Bays and Olive- branches: | 
Bow down, and touch his Knees, and beg from him 
An End of all your Woes; for only he | 


| Can give it you. Exit Tireſias, the People following. | „ 
Enter OEdipus In Triumph; Adraſtus Priſoner, _ | 
mas, Train. 


"_ All hail, great Oedipus, 
Thou mighty Conqueror, hail ; welcome to Thebes, 
To:thy on Theber, to all that? alt of Thebes, ' 
For half thy Citizens are fwept away, 
And wanting to thy Triumphs; * 
And we, the happy Remnant, only live | 
To welcome thee, and die, 
Oed. Thus Pleafure never comes ſincere to Man, 
But ent by Heav'n, upon hard Uſur; 
And while Jo ve holds out the Bowl of Joy, 
Ere it can reach our Lips, tis daſh'd with Gall 
By ſome Left handed God. O mournful Triumph? 
O Gonqueſt gain d abroad, and left at home: 
O Argos, now rejoice, for Thebes lies low ;. | 
Thy ſlaughter'd Sons now ſmile, and think they win, 
When they can count more Theban Ghoſts than rheirs. 
Aar. No ; Argos mourns with Thebes; you temper d ſo 
Your Courage while you fought, that Mercy ſeem 8 0 
The mamier Virrue, and much more prevay:d. . Fu * 
While Arges is A people, think you Thebes : 
Can ſiever want for Subjects: Every Nation : 
Will crand toferve where Oedipus commands. 
Crton to Hem. E ow! mean it Mews, do fun upon the 
Want FE ch 
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Hem. Had you beheld him fight, you had fad otherwiſt; a 
Come, tt is brave Bearing in ham not to envy. 
Superior Virtue. 

Oed. This, indeed, is Conqveſt, 

To gain a Friend like you. Why were we Foes? 

Adr. Cauſe we were Kings, and each diſdaind an 
T fought to have it in my Power to do (Equal 
What thou haſt done; and fo to uſe my Conqueſt, 

To ſh-w the Honour was my only Motive. | 
Know this, that were my Army at the Gates, 
And Thebes thus waſte, I would not take the Gift, - 
Which, Hike a Toy drop'd from the Hands of F n 
Lay for the next Chance-comer. 1 

Oed. Embracing. No more Captive, 

But Brother of the War: Tis much more pleaſant, 
And ſafer, cruſt me, thus to meet thy Love; 

Than when hard Gauntlets clench*d our warlike Hands, 
And kept em from ſott Uſe. 

Aar My Conqueror! 

Oed. My Friend! That other Name Teeps Enmivy 
But longer to-derain thee were a Crime 320, (alive. | 
To Love, and to Eurydice go free: 5 
Such W-Jcome as a ruin'd Town can give, 

Expect from me; the reſt let her ſupply. 

Adr. I go without a Blnſh, tho) conquer'd bes, 

By yon, and by my Princeſs. [ Exit Auraſtus. 

Creon Aſide. Then I am conquer'd thrice ; by OEdi- 

14, 
And: We and even by him, the Sl. ve of both. 
Gods, I am beholden to you for Ne me your Image: 
Would I could make you mine. Exit Creon. 


Enter the People with Provetes in their Hands holding them 
up, und neeling ; 3 Fw0 Priefls before them. | 


Ged. Alas my people! m7 4 
What means this ſpeechlefs Sorrow, — Eyes, 
And lifted H nds ? If there be one among you, 
Whom Grief has left a Tongue, ſpeak for the reſt. 

1 Pri O Father of ti Country! | 
To thee theſe Knees are bent, theſe * ae d 
As to a viſible Divinity; 


- 


* 


TJ 
A Prince, on whom Heav'n ſafely mi ght repoſe 
The Buſineſs of Mankind: For Providence 


Might on thy Boſom ſleep ſecure, 


And leave her Task to thee. | | 

But where's the Glory of thy former Acts? 

Evꝰ'n that's deftroy'd when none ſhall live to ſpeak it, 
Millions of Subjects ſhalt thou have, but mute: 

A People of the Dead; a crouded Deſart: 

A Midnight- ſilence at the Noon of Day. 

Oed. Oh ! were our Gocls as ready with their Pity, 
As I with mine, this Preſence ſhould be throng'd 2, 
With ll left alive ;5 and my fad Eyes ; 
Not ſearch in vain for Friends, whoſe promis d Sight 
Flatter'd my ToiJs of Wr. 

1 Pri, Twice our Deliverer ! 

Oed. Nor are now your Vows 
Addreſs'd to one who ſleeps : 

When this nnwelcome News firſt reach'd my Ears, 
Dymas was ſent to Delphos, to enquire 

The-Cauſe and Cure of this contagious Il; 

And is this Day return'd ; but ſince his Meſſage 


Concerns the Publick, I retus'd to hear ir, 
But in this general Preſence; let him ſpeak, 


Dy. A dreadful Anfwer from the hallowWd Urn, 
And ſacred Tri pos did the Prieſteſs give, 
In theſe myſterious Words: | 

The Oracle. Shed in a curſed Hour, by curſed Hand, 
Blood-Royal unreveng'd, has curs/d the Landl 
When La jus Death is expiated well, 

Mur Plague ſhall ceaſe; the reſi let Lajus tell. 

Oed. Dreadful indeed! Blood, and a King's Blood too?! 
And ſuch a King, and by his Subjects thed:! ) 
(Elſe, by this Curſe on Thebes!) No wonder then 
If Monſters, Wars, and Plagues revenge ſuch Crimes, 
Tf Heav'n be juſt, its whole Artillery | 


All muſt be empry'd on us; not one Bolt 


Shall err from Thebes, but more be calPd for, more! 
New-moulded Thunder of a larger Size, 

Driven by whole Jove. What! touch anointed Pow'r! 
Then God's beware; Jo ve would himſelf be next, 
Cou'd. you but reach him too. 
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2 Pri, We mourn the ſad Remembrance, 

Oed. Well you may. 
Worſe than a Plague infects you: Ye're devoted 
To Mother Earth, and to th' Infernal Pow?rs; 
Hell has a Right in you: I thenk you Gods, 
That I am no Theban born; how my Blood cruddles! 
As if this Curſe tonch'd me! And. touch'd me nearer 
Than all this Preſence ! Yes, "tis a King's Blood; 
And I, a King, am ty'd in deeper Bonds 
To expliate this Blood: But where, from whom, 
Or how muſt l atone it? Tell me, Thebans, 
How Lajus fell; for a confus'd Report | 
Paſs'd thro? my Ears, when firſt | took the Crown 
Bur full of hurry, like a Morning Dream, 
It vaniſh'd in the Buſineſs of the Day. 

1 Pri. He went 1n private forth, but thinly follow'd, 

And ner return'd to Thebes, 

Oed. Nor any from him? Came there no Attendant ? 
None to bring News ? 

2 Pri. But one, and he fo wounded, 

He ſcarce drzw Breath to ſpeak ſome . faint Words, 
Dead. What were they? Something may be learn'd from 
_ thence. 

1 Pri. He faida Band of Robbers watch'd their Paſſage, 
Who took Advantage of a narrow Way, 
To murder Lajus aud the reſt; humſd | 
Left roo for dead. | 

Oed. Made you no Enquiry, 
But took this bare Relation? 

2 Pri. Twas neglected; 
For then the Monſter Sphynx began to rage, 
And preſent Cares ſoon buried the remote: 
So was it huſtd, and never ſince reviv d. 

Oed. Mark, Theb ans, mark! 
Juſt then the Sphynx began to r age among you, 
The Gods took hold ev'n of th? offending Minute, | 
And dated thence your Woes; thence will I trace dem. 

x Pri. Tis juſt thou ſhouldſt. 

Oel. Hear then this dread Imprecation, hear it; 
Tis laid on all, not any one exempt: 
Bear witneſs, Heav'n, avenge at on the Per jur'd. 
If any Theban born, if any Stranger 


Reveal 
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'* Reveal this Murder, or produce its Author; 


Ten Attick Tallants be bis juſi R-ward : 

But if for Fear, for Favour, or for Hire, 

The Murder he conceal, the Curſe of Thebes 

Fall heavy on his Head : Unire onr blagu-s, 

Ye Gods, and place em there: From Fir- nd Water, 
Converſc, and all things common, be he banim'd. 
But for the Murderer s ſelf, unfound by Man, 
Find him, ye Powers Celeſtial and Infernal, 

And the ſame Fate, or worſe than Lajus met, 

Let be his Lot; his Children be accurs'd 

His Wife and Kindred, all of his be curs d. 

Both Pri. Confirm it, Heav'n. 

Enter Jocaſta, attended by Women. 

Joc. At your Devotions ! Haven ſucceed your Wiſhes, 
And bring th? Effect of theſe your pious Pray'rs 
On you, and me, and all. 

Pri. Avert this Omen, Heav'n! 

Oed. O fatal Sound! unfortunate Jocaſta ? 

What haſt thou ſaid ! an ill Hour haſt thou choſen 
For thoſe fore-boding Words: Why, we were curſing. 

Joe. Then may that Curſe fall only where you 1.id it, 

Oed. Speak no more; | 
For all thou ſay'ſt is omnious; ; we were curſing . 

And that dire Imprecation haſt thou faſtend 
On Thebes, and thee, and me, and all of us. 

Joc. Are then my Bleſlings turn'd into a Curſe? 

O unk ind OEdipus ! My former Lord | 
Thought me his Bl ſſing ; be thou like my La jus. 

Oea. What, yet again the third time haſt thou curſt 
This Imprecation was for Lajus Death, (me? 
And thou haſt wiſhd me lik. him. 

Joc. Horror ſeizes me! 

Oed. Why doſt thou gaze upon me? Prithee, Love, 
Take off thy Eye, it burdens me to much. 

Joc. The more I look, the more I find of Lajus: : 
His Speech, ' is Garb, bis Action , nay, his Frown 3 
(For I have ſeen it) but nsber bent on me, 4 

Ocd. Are we ſa alike? b 

Joc. In all things but his Love. 

Oea. J love thee more: So well I love, Words cannot 

(ſpeak how v J. 
No 
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No pions Son Yer lov d his ä more, 
Than I my dear Joc | 

Joc. I love you too 
Fhe ſelf ſame way : ankathen you chid, methought 
A Mother's Love ſtart up in your Defence, 
And bad me not be angry; be nor you: 
For I love La jus ſtill as Wives ſhould love; 
But you more tenderly vas part of me: 
And when F have you in my Arms, methinks, 
1 Jull my Child afleep. 

O-d. Then we are hlefſs'd : 
And all theſe Curſes ſweep along the Skies, 
Like empty Clouds, but drop not on our Heads. 

Joc. I have not joy'd an Hour ſince you departed, 
For publick Miſeries and for private Fears - 
But this bleſs'd Meeting has ober pay'd dem all. 
Good Fortune, th. t comes ſeldome, comes more welcome, 
All I can wiſh for now, is your Confent 
To make my Brother h.ppy. 

Oed. How Jocaſta? 

Joc. By Marriage with his Niece Eurpdice. a 

Oed. Uncle and Niece! they are too near, my Love; 
*Tis too like Inceſt ; tis Offence to Kind: 
Had I not promis a, were there no Adraſtus, 
No Choice but Creon left her of Mankind, 
They ſhon'd not marry. Speak no more of i „„ 

The Thonght diſtur is me. 

Juoc. H av'n can never bleſs 
A Vow ſo broken, which I made to Creon: 
Remember he's my Brother. 

Oed. That's the Bar, 
An! ſhe thy Daughter: Nature would abhoz 
To be forc'd back again upon herſelf, | 
And; like a Whirl-poo}, ſwallow her own Streams. 

Joc. Be not difpleas'd, I'll move the Suit no more. 

Oed. No, do not; for, I know not why, it ſhakes me 
When I but think on Inceſt; move me forward 
To thank the Gods for my Succeſs, and 1 8 
To yaſh the Guily of Reyal Blood away, (Exgant. 
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ACT U. SCENE I. 


SCENE an open Gallery : A Royal Bed- Chani. 
ber being ſuppos d behind. The Time Nigbt, 
Thunder, &c. 


Enter Hæmon, Alcander, Pyracman. 


Hem. Ure "cis the End of all things! Fate has torn 
| The Lock of Time off, and his Head is now 

The ghaitly Ball of round Eternity! | 

Call you theſe Peals of Tannder but the Yawn 

Of bellowing Clouds? By Jove, they ſeem to me 


The World's laſt Groans; and thoſe vaſt Sheets of Flame 


Are irs laſt Blaze? The Tapers of the Gods, 
The Sun and Moon, run down like waxen G:qbes, 
The ſhooting Stars end all in Purple Jellies, 
And Chaos is at hand. 
Pyr. Tis Midnight, yet there's not a Theban ſteeps; 


But ſuch as neꝰer muſt wake. All croud about 


The Palace, and implore, as from a God, 
Help of tle King, who, from the Battlement, 
By the red Lightnings glare, deſcry'd afar, 


Atones the angry Powers. 


Hem. Ha! Pyracmon, look, 
Behold, Alcander, from yon Weſt of Heav'n, 
The perfect Figures of a Man and Woman; 
A Scepter bright with Gems in each Right-Hand, 
Their flowing Robes of dazzling Purple made, 
Diſtinctly yonder in that Point they ſtand, 
Juſt Weſt ; A bloody Red ſtains all the Place; 
And fee, their Faces are quite hid in Clouds. 
Pyr. Cluſters of golden Stars hang o'er their Heads, 
And ſeem fo crouded, that they burſt upon em; 
All dart at once their baleful Influence 
In leaking Fife. 
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Ac. Long-bearded Comets ſtick, 
Lie flaming Porcupines, to their left Sides, 
As they would ſhoot their Quills into their Hearts. 
Hem. But ſee ! the King, and Queen, and all the Court! 
Did ever Day oz Night ſhew ovght like this? 
(Thundcrs again. 


Tie SCE NE draws, and di ſcouers the 
Prodigits. 
Euter OEdipus, Jocaſta, Eurydice, Adraſtus, al coming 


: forward with Amazoment, 
Oed. Anſwer, you Pow'rs Divine, ſpare all this Noiſe, 


This Rack of Heav'n, and ſpeak your fatal Pleaſure ; 


Why breaks yon dark and dusky Orb away? 
Why from the bleecling Womb of monſtrous Night, 
Burſt forth ſuch Myriads of abortive Stars? 
Ha! wy Focaſta, look ! the Silver Moon! 
A fettling Crimfan ſtains her beauteous Face! 
She's all or Blood! and look, behold. again, 
What mean the myſtick Heav'ns ſhe journies on? 
A vaſt Eclipſe darkens the kab'ring Planet: 
Sound there, ſound all your Inſtruments of War; 
Clarions and Trumpets, Silver, Braſs, and Iron, 
And beata thouſand Drums to help her Labour, 
At. Tis vain, you ſee the Prodigies continue: 
Let's gaze no more, the Gods are humorous.. | | 
Oed. For bear, raſh Man Once more I ask your 
If that the Glow- worm Light of human Reaſon (Pleaſure; 
Might dare to offer at immortal Knowledge, 
Ani co; e with Gods, why all this Storm of Nature? 
Why do the Rocks ſplit, and why rolls the Sea ? 
Why theſe Portents in Heav'n, and Plagnes on Erth £ 
Why yon Gigantick Forms, ethereal Monſters ? | 
Alas! is all chistut to fright the Dw..ris 
Which your own Hands have made? then be it ſo, 
Or if the Fates reſolve ſome Exj1ation 


For murder'd Lajus, hear me, hear me, Gods. 


Hear me thus proſtrate : Spare this groaning Land, 
Save innocent Thebes, ſtop the Tyrant Death; 
Do this, and lo I ſtand up an Oblation 


To meet your ſwifteſt and ſevereſt Anger; ; 
| Shoct 
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ohoot all at once, and ſtrike me to the Center. 


(Toe Cloud draws that veild the Heads of the H- 
gures in the Sky, and ſhews em crown d, with the 
Names of Oedi pus and Jocaſta written above is 
great Characters of Gold. 

Adr. Either I dream, and all my cooler Senſes 
Are vaniſh'd with that Cloud. that fleets away; 
Or juſt above two majeſtick Heade, 

I ſee, I read diſtinctly in large Gold, 


Oedi pus and Jocaſta. 


Alc, T read the ſame, : | 
Aar. Tis wonderful; yet ought not - Man te wade 
Too far in the vaſt deep of. Deſtiny. 
(Thunder, and the Prodigies vaui ſt. 
Joc. My Lord, my Oedipus, why gaze you now, 
When the whole Hea vin is clear, as if the Gods 
H. d ſome new Monſters made! will you not turn, 
And bleſs your People, who.deyour each Word 
You breathe.? 
Oed. It ſhall be ſe. 
Yes, I will die, O Thebes, to ſave thee! 
Draw from my Heart my Blood with more Content 
Than eder I wore thy Crown. Yet, O Jocaſta.! 
By all th' Endearments of miraculous Love, 
By all our Languiſhings, our Fears in Pleaſure, 
Which oft have made ns wonder ; here I ſwear 


On thy fair Hand, upon thy Breaſt I ſwear ' 


1 cannot call to mind, from budding Childhood 


To blooming Youth, a Crime by me committed, 


For which the awful Gods ſhould doom my Death. 
Jac. Tis not you, my Lord, 
But he who murder'd Lajus, frees the Land: 


Where you, which is impoſſible, the Man, 


Perhaps my Ponyard firſt ſhould drink your Blood; 
But you are innocent, as your Jocaſts, 

From Crimes like thoſe. This made me violent 

To ſave your Life, which you unjuſt would loſe; 


Nor can you comprehend with deepeſt Thought 


The horrid Agony you caſt me in, 
When you reſoly'd to die. | 
Oed. It's poſlible? 
Joc. Alas! why ſtart youiſo ? Her ſtiff'ning Grief, 
C3 he 


2B "WED PVUL 
Whd dv her Children Nlavghter'd all at once, 
Was dull to mine; methinks I ſhould have made 
My Boſom bare againſt the armed God, 
To ſave my Oedipus, 
Ged. I pray, no more, 
Joe. You've ſilenc'd me, my Lord. 
Oed. Pardon me, dear Jocaſta; 
Pardon a Heart that ſinks with Suirings, 
And can but vent itſelf in Sobs and Murmers : 
et to reſtore my Peace, I'Il find him out. 
Yes, Yes, you Gods! you thall. bave ample Vengeance 
On Lajus Murderer. Oh, the Traitors Name ! 
I' know it, I will; Art 1hall be conjur'd for it, 
And Nature all anrevel? d. 
Fc. Sacred Sir 
Oed. Rage will have way, and ris but juſt; Pl] fetch 
Tho lodg\d in A ir upon a Dragon's Wing, (bun 
Tho? Rocks ſhould hide him; nay, he ſhall be dratzs "d 
From Hell, if Charms can hurry him alongy | 
His Ghoſt ſhall be by ſage Tireſia's Pow?®r 
(Tireſias, that rules all beneath the Moon) 
Contin'd to Fleſh, to ſuff:r Death once more; 
And | then be plung'd i in his firſt Fires again. 


. Enter Creon. 
Tre. My Lord, 
Tr?fias attends your Pleaſure, 
Ged. Haſte, and bring him in. 
'O my Jecaſla, Eurydice, Adraſtus, 
Creou, and all the ſhebans, now the End 
Of Plagues, of Madneſs, Murders, Prodigies, 
Draws on; this Battle of the Heav'ns and Earth 
Shall by his Wiſdom be reduc'd to Peace. 


Enter Tireſias, leaning on a Staff, led by his Daughter 
Manto, follow'd by other Thebans. s 


O thou, whoſe moſt aſpiring Mind 

Knows all the Buſineſs of the Courts above, 
Opens the Cloſets of the. Gods, and dares 

To mix with Jove himſelf and Fate at Council; - 
O Prophet, anſwer me, declare aloud - | 


The Traitor, who conſhir'd the Death of Lajus-: 9 


_ 


E DIP VOS. 29 

Or be they more who from malignant Stars 

Have drawn this Plague that blaſts unbappy Thebes, : 

Tir. We muſt no more, than Fate commiſflions us 

To tell; yet ſomething, and of moment, I'II unfol4, 
If that the God would wake, I fee] him now, 

Like a ſtrong Spirit charm'd into a Tre, 
That leaps, as moves a Wood-without a Wind: 

The rouzd God, and all this while he lay 

Intomb'd alive, ſtarts and dilates himſelf: 

He ſtruggles, and he tears my aged Trunk 

With holy Fury, my old Arteries burſt ; 

My ſhrivePd Skin | 

Like Parchment crackles at the ballow'd Fire; 


ch I ſhall be young again. Manto, my Daughter, 
_ Thou haſt a Voice that might have ſav'd the Baud 
4 Of Thrace, and forc'd the raging Bacchanals, 


With lifted Prongs, to liſten to thy Airs: 
O charm this God, this Fury in my Boſom, 
Lull him with tuneful Notes, and artful Strings, 
With pow'rful Strains; Manto, my lovely Child, 
Scoth the unruly Godhead to be mild. 


8 O NG 0 Apollo. 


Debus, Cod belov'd by Men; 

; At thy dawn, every Beaſt is roux d in his Den; 

At thy ſetting, all the Birds of thy Abſence complain, 
And we die, all die till the Mornivg comes again. * 
Phoebus, God belov'd by Men, 
Idol of the Eaſtern Kinzs, 

 Awfol as the God who flings 


mY 


| His Thunder round, and the Lightning wirgs; 
* F God of Songs and Orphean Strings, 
| The to this mortal Boſom brings 
Ad harmonious hea \nly Things, 
Thy drowſy Prophet to revive, | 
Ten thouſand thouſand Forms before him drive; 
Vith Chariots and Horſes all o fire awake him, 
Con vulſions, and Furies, and Prophecies ſhake him; 
Let him tell it in Groans, tho) he bend with the Load, 


Ir 3 Tue be burſt with the Weight of the terrible God, 


: : Re, 4; 3 N Vr. 
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Tir, The Wretch who ſhed the Blood of old LabJactles, 
Lives, and is great: 
But cruel Greatneſs ne er was long: 
The firſt of Lajas Blodd his Life did ſeize, 
And urg d his Fate; 
Which elſe had laſting been and ſtrong. | 
The Wretth, who Lajus kilPd, muſt bleed, or fly, 
Or Thebes conſum'd with Plagues i in Ruin lie. 
Oed. The firſt of Lajus? Blood! pronounce the Perſon; 
May the God roar'from thy prophetick Mouth, 
That ev'n the Dead may ſtart up to behold : 
Name him, I ſay, that moſt accurſed Wretch, 
For by the Stars he dies; 
Speak, I command thee - 
By Phtebys, ſpeak ! for ſadden Death's his Doom: 
Here ſhall he fall, bleed on this very ſpot; 
His Name, I charge thee, once more ſpeak. 
Tir. "Tis loſt, 
Like what we think can never ſhun Remembrance; 
Yet of a fudden's gone beyond the Clonds, 
Oed. Fetch it from thence; PII have't, where-er it be. 
Cre. Let me intreat you, ſacred Sir, be calm, 
And Creon ſha}l point out the great Offender, 
Tis true, reſpect of Nature might enjoin 
y Silence at another time; but oh, : 
Much more the Pow'r of my eternal Love! (try — 
That, that ſhould ſtrike me dumb: Yet Thebes, my Coun- 
I'll break thro? all, to ſuccour thee, poor _ 
O, I muſt ſpeak. 
Oed. Speak then, if ought thou knowꝰſt: 
As much thou ſeem'ſt to know, delay no longer. 
Cre. O Beauty! O illuſtrious Royal Maid: 
To whom my Vows were ever paid till now, 
And with ſuch modeſt, chaſte, and pure Affection, 
The coldeſt Nymph might AT em without bluſhing ; 
Art thou the Murdreſs then of wretched Lajur? 
And I, mnſt I accuſe thee ? O my Tears! | 
Why will you fall in ſo abbor'd a Cauſe ? 
But that thy beauteous barbarous Hand deftroy's 
Thy Father (O monſtrous Act) both _ 
And Men at once take notice. 
Oed. Enryaice: 


Zur. : 


wo- 


Proof will be eaſy made, Agraſtus was 
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Eur. Traitor, go on; I ſcorn thy little Malice, 
And knowing more my perfect Innocence 


Than Gods and Men, then how much more than thes, 


Who art their Oppoſite, and form'd a Lyar ? 
I thus diſdain thee! thou once did talk of Love; 
Becauſe I hate your Love, thou doſt accuſe me. 
Adr. Villain, inglorious Villain | 
And Traitor, double damn'd, who durſt blaſpheme 
The ſpotleſs Virtue of the brigheſt Beauty; 
Thou dy'ſt : Nor ſhall the ſacred Majeſty | 
That guards this Place, preſerve thee from my Rage. 
| (Draws and wounds him, 
Oed. Diſarm %m both: Prince, I ſhall make you know . 
That I can tame you twice. Guards, ſeize him. 
Adr. Sir, 


I muſt acknowledge in another Cauſe 


Repentance mi ght abaſh me; but I glory 

In this, and ſmile to ſee the Traitor's Blood. 
Oed. Creon, you ſhall be ſatisfied at full. a 
Cre. My Hurt is nothing, Sir; but I appeal 


* To wiſe Freſias, if my Accuſatien 


Be not moſt trus. The firſt of Laj a Blood 

Gave him his Death. Ts there a Prince before her ? 
Then ſhe is faultleſs, and I ask her Pardon. 

And may this Blood ne'er ceaſe to drop, O-Thebes! 


If pity of thy Sufferings did not move me 


To ſhe the Cure, which Heav'n it ſelf perſcrib'd. 
Eur. Yes, Thebans, I will die to ſave your Lives, 

More willingly than you can wiſh my Fate; 

But let this Good, this Wiſe, this Holy Man 

Pronounce my Sentence: For to fall by him, 

By the vile Breath of that prodigious Villain, 

Would ſink my Soul, tho? I ſhould die a Martyr. 
Adr. Unhand me, Slaves. O mightieſt of Kings, 

See at your Feet a Prince not us'd to knee! ; 

Touch not Eurydice, by all the Gods, 

As you would ſave your Thebes, but take my Life: 

For ſhould ſhe periſh, Heav'n would heap Plagues on 


Rain Sulpher down, hurl kindled Bolts (Plagues, 


Upon your guilty. Heads. | | 
Cre. You turn to Gallantry what is but Juſtice. 


The 


7 
: 
: 
: 


— 


—— 


vp— —¾ JEN —_— 
e 22 K meta AR * 
5 _ —— 


n 
——— 
— 


ou : : — — 
W M FIRES 
— - 
PPP . - n 69ꝗÜ—ÿ ñỹꝝꝑB ä —— 
* vanes - 
— — W * 
"XY 
* 

- 
” 
- 


* 


22 DTP VU 
The Robber, who bereft th? unhappy King 
Of Life; becauſe he flatly had deny'd 

To make ſo poor a Prince his Son- in- law: 
Therefore "were fit that both ſhould per Uh, 

1 Theh. Both, let both die, 

All. Theb. Both, both; let 'em die. 

Oed. Hence you wild Herd! for your Ring- leader here, 
He ſhall be made an Example. Hæmon, take him. | 

x Theb, Mercy, O Mercy! 

Oed. Mutiny in my Preſence ! 

Hence, let me ſee that buſy Face no more. 

Nr. Thebans, what Madneſs makes you denakt with 
Enough of guilty Death's already actes: (Rage? 
Fierce Creon has accusd Eurydice, . 
Wich Prince Adraſtus ; which the God reproves 
By inward Checks, and leaves their Fate in doubt. 

Oed. Therefore inſtruct us what remains to do, 

Or fuffer; for I feel a Sleep like Death 
Upon me, and I ſigh to be at reſt, 
Tir. Since that the Pow'rs Divine refuſe to clear 


The mymick Deed, PN to the Grove of Furies; 


There I can force ihꝰ infernal Gods co ſhew 
Their horrid Forms; | 
Each trembiing Ghoſt ſhall rife, 
And leave their grifly King without a Waiter: 
For Prince Adraſtus and E urydice, | 
My Life's engag'd, I'Il guard em in the Fane, 
Till the dark Myſteries of Hell are done. 
Follow me, Princeſs; Thebant, all to reſt. 
'O OEdipus, to morrow —— but no more, 
If that thy wakeful Genius will permit, 
Indulge thy Brain this Night with ſofter Slumbers2 
To- morrow, O to-morrow / Sleet my Son, 


And in prophetick Dreams thy Fate be ſhown, 


{[ Ex. Tireſ. Adraſt. Euryd. Manto. Thebans. 
Msaneut Oed. Jocaſta, Creon. pyrac. Ham. Alcan, | 


O24. To bed, my Fair, my dear, my beſt Jocaſts. 
Aſter the Toils of War, tis wondrons ſtrange 


Dur Loves ſhould thus be daſh'd, One Moment's thought, 
And PU approach the Arms of my beloved. 


Joc. 


- 
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Joc. Conſume whole Years in Care, ſo now and then 
T miy have leave to feed my famiſh'd Eyes 
With one ſhort paſſing Glance, and ſigh my Vows : 
This and no more, my Lord, 1s all the Paſſion 


Of languiſhing Jocaſta. (Exit. 
Oed. Thou ſofteſt, fweeteſt of the World, good Night ? 


Navy, ſhe is beauteous too: yet, mighty Love! 
I never ofter'd to obey thy Laws, 


But an unuſual Chilneſs came upon me; 
An unknown Hand ſtill check'd my forward Joy, 
Daſh!) me with Bluſhes, tho? no Light was near 
That ev'n the Act became a Violation, 
Pyr. He's ſtrang- ly thoughtful. | 
Oed. Hark! who was that? Ha! Creon, d idſt thou call 
Cre. Not I, my gracious Lord, nor any here. (me? 
Oed. That's ſtrange ! methought L heard a doleful Voice 
Cry'd Ozdipus —— The Proph-t b.d me ſleep; 
He talk'd of Dreams and Viſions, and to-morrow ! 
Tl muſe no more owt, come what will or can, 
My Thoughts areclearer than unclouded Stars; . 
And with thoſe Thoughts 1'll reſt; Creon, good Night. 
| | | [Zx. with Hæm. 
Cre. Sleep ſeal your Eyes, Sir, eternal Sleep. 
But if he muſt ſleep and wake again, O all 
Tormenting Dreams wild Horrors of the Night, 
And Hags of Fancy wing him thro! the Air: 
From Preci pieces hurl him headlong down: 
Charybais roar, and Death be ſet before him. 
Alc. Your Curſes have already ta'en effect; 
For he looks very ſad. 
Cre. May he be rooted, where he ſtands, for ever; 
His Eye-Balls never move, Brows be unbent, 
His Blood, his Entrails, Liver, Heart and Bowels, 
Be blacker than the Place I wiſh him, Hell. 
Pyr. No more: You tear yourſelf, but vex not him. 
Methinks 'twere brave this Night to force the Temple, 
While blind Treſias conjures up the Fiends, | 


And paſs the Time with nice Eurydice, 


Alc. Try Promiſes and Threats, and if all fail, 
Since Hell's broke looſe, why ſhould not you be mad? 
Raviſh, and leave her dead with her Adraſtus. | 
Cre. Were the Globe mine, I'd give a Province hourly 
For ſuch another Thought, Luſt and Revenge! To 


— 
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Sh Jo ſtab at once the only Man I hate, 
* And to enjoy the Woman whom J love! 

T ask no more of my auſpicious Stars, 

The reſt as Fortune pleaſe ; ſo but this Niglit 

She play me fair, why let her turn for ever. 

Enter Hiemon. 
Hem. My Lord, the troubled King is gone to reſt 3 
Yet, ere he ſlept, comm inded me to clear 
The Anti-Chambers: None muſt dare be near him. 


= Cre. Hemor, do your Duty (Thunder, 
1 And we obey— The Night grows yet more dreadful! 
_ Tis juſt that all retire to their Devotions; 
1 The Gods are angry: But to-morrow's dawn, 


If Prophets do not lye, will make all clear. ( As they go off: 
Oed us enters, walking, aſleep in his Shirt, with a Dagger 
| in his Right-Hand, and a Taper in his Left. 
' : Ocd. O, my Jocaſta! "cis for this the wet 
Starv'd Soldier lies all Night on the cold Ground; 
For this he bears the Storms 
Of Winter Camps, and freezes in his Arms: 
To be thus circle, to be thus embrac'd ; 
That I could hold thee ever !——ha ! where art thou? ? 
What means this melancholy Light, that ſeems 
"The Gloom of glowtng Embers ? 
The Curtains drawn; and ſee ſhe's here again! 
| Jocaſta? Ha! what, fall'n aſleep ſo ſoon? 
| How fares my Love? this Taper will inform me, 
f Ha ! Lightning blaſt me, Thunder 
Rivet me ever to Prometheus Rock, 
And Vultures gnaw out my inceſtuous Heart, 
By all the. Gods! my Mother Merope ! 
My Sword, a Dagger; ha! who waits there? Slaves, 
My Sword-: What, H.emon, dar'ſt thou, Villain,ftop me? 
| With thy own ponyard periſh. Ha ! who's this ? 
| Or is a Change of Death? by all my Honours, 
New Murder; thou haſt lain old Polybus : 
Inceſt and Parricide, thy Farther's Murderer ! 
Out thou infernal Flame.: Now all is dark, 
All blind and diſmal : Moſt triumphant Miſchief? 
And now, while thus I ſtalk about the Room, 
I challenge Fate to find another Wretch 
Like Oedipus, Thunder, & c. 


- 


Ent 
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Enter Jocaſta, attended with Lights, in a Night-Gomn. 


Oed. Night, Horror, Death, Confuſion, Hell and Furies! 

Where am I? O Jocaſta, let me hold thee: 

Thus to my Boſom, Ages let me graſp thee: 

All that the hardeſt t-mper'd wearher'd Fleſh, 
With fierceſt human Spirit inſpir'd, can dare 

Or do, I dare: But, O you Pow'rs, this was 

By infinite Degrees too much for Man. 
Methinks my deafen'd Ears | 

Are burſt 5 my Eyes, as if they had been knock'd 
By ſome tempeſtnous Hand, ſhoot flaſhing Fire. 
That ſleep ſhould do this ! 

Joc. Then my Fears were true. | 
Methought I heard a Voice, and yet I doubted, 
Now roaring like the Ocean, when the Winds 
Fight with the Waves; now ein a ſtill ſmall Tone 
Your dying Accents fell, as wrecking Ships, 
After the dreadful Yell, fink murmuring down, 
And bubble up a Noiſe. | 

Oed. Truſt me, thou faireſt, beſt of all thy Kind, 
None ere in Dreams was tortur'd ſo before; 

Yet what moſt ſhocks the Niceneſs of my Temper, 
Evin far beyond the killing of my Father, 
And my own Death, is, that this borrid Sleep 


Daſh'd my fick Fancy withan Act of Inceſt: 


I dreamt, Jocaſta, that thou wert my Mother, 
Which tho? impoſſible, ſo damps my Spirits, 


That I cou'd do a Miſchief on my (elf. 


Leſt I ſhould ſleep, and dream the like again. 
Joc. O OEiipus, too well I underiland you! 
I know the Wrath of Heav'n, the Care of Thebes, 
The Cries of its Inhabitants, War's Toils, 
And a thouſand other Labours of the State, 
Are all refer'd to you, and ought to take you 
For ever from Jocaſta. 
Oed Life of my Life, and Treaſure of my Soul! 
Heav'n knows I love thee. 
Joc. Oh! you think me vile, 
And of an Inclination ſo ignoble, 
That I muſt hide me from your Eyes for ever, 
Be witneſs, Gods, and ſtrike Joca/ta d:ad, | 
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If an immodeſt Thought, or low Deſire 

Inflam'd my Breaſt, ſince firſt our Loves were lighted. 

(Kneeling, 

Oed. Oh, riſe; and add not, by thy cruel Kindneſs, 

A Grief more ſenſible than all my Torments, 

Thou think'ſt my Dreams are forg d; but, by thy ſelf, 

The greateſt Oath I ſwear, they are muſt true. 

But be they what they will, I here diſmiſs em: 

Be gone Chimera's, to your Mother Clonds: : 

Is there a Fault in us? have we not ſearch'd 

The Womb of Heav'n, examin'd all the Entrails 


Of Birds and Beaſts and tir'd the Propher's Art 3 


Yet what avails? he, and the Gods together, 
Seem, I:ke Phyſicians, ata loſs to help us: 
Therefore, like Wretches that have linger'd long, 
Well ſnatch the ſtrongeſt Cordial of our Love. 
To Bed my Fair. | 

Ghoſt within. Oedipus ! 

Oed. Ha! Who calls? 

Didft thou not hear a Voice ? 

Joc. Alas! I did. 

Ghoſt. Jocaſta! _ 

Joc, O my Love, my Led ſupport me! 

Oed. Call louder, till you burſt your airy Forms 
Reſt on my Hand. Thus arm'd with Innocence, 
I'Il face theſe babbling Dæmons of the Air; 

In ſpite of Ghoſts, PII on. 

Tho? round my Bed the Furies plant their Charms, 

III break *<m, with Jocaſta in my Arms; 

Claſp'd in the Folds of Love, Pl wait my Doom; 
And act my Joys, tho' Thunder ſhakes the Room. (Exeunts 


23242 EEE FEEEEEL. 
ACT III. S C E NE I. 
SCENE, A dark Grove. 


Enter Creon and Diocles. 


Cre. I S better not to be, than be unbappy: 
| Dio. What mean you by. chefe Words ? 
Cre. Ils be: ter not to be, than to be Creon, 


A . Soul is Puniſhment enough 3 But 


dy ej. we @&, + 


unt. 
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But 


Cou'd I but breath my ſelf into Adraftus 


OEDIPUS. 


But when tis great, like mine, and wretched too, 


Then every Thought draws Blood. 


Dio. You are not wretched, 
Cre, Tam; my Soul's ill married to my Body. 
I would be young, be handfome, be belov'd ; 


Dio. Yourave; call home your Thoughts, 
Cre, I prethee let my Soul take air awhile; 
Where ſhe in Oedipus, I were a King; 


Then I had kill'd a Monſter, gain'd a Battle, 


And had my Rival Pris'ner; brave, brave Actions! 
Why have not I done theſe ! 55 
Dio. Your Fortune hinder'd, 7 
Cre. There's it: I have a Soul to do dem all . 
But Fortune will have nathing done that's gr at, 
But by young, handſome Fools: Body and Brawn 
Do all her Work. Hercules was a Fool, 
And ſtraĩt grew famous; a mad boifterious Fool ; 
Nay worſe, a Woman's Fool. 
Fool 1s the Stuff of which Heav'n makes a Hero, 
Dio. A Serpent neer becomes a flying Dragon, 
Till he has eat a Serpent, 
Cre. Goes it there! 


 Junderſtand thee, I muſt kill PTY 


Dio. Or not enjoy your Miſtreſs ; 
Eurydice and he are Pris'ners here, 
But will not long be ſo; this Tell tale Ghoſt 
Perhaps will clear 'em both. 

Cre. Well tis reſolv'd. 

Dio. The Pri nceſs walks this way 3 
You muſt not meet her, 
Till this be done. 1 

Cre. I muſt. | | 
Dio. She hates your Sine; 5 
And more, ſince you accus'd her. 

Cre. Urge it not. 
I cannot ſtay to tell thee my Def gu; 
For ſhe's too near. 


Enter Eurydice. 


How, Madam, were your Thoughts employ d 
Eur. On Death and thee. 
Cre. Then were they not wall fortel: Life and me 
D 
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Had been the better Match, 

Eur. No; I was thinking 
On two the moſt deteſted things in Nature; 
And they are Death and tliee. 

Cre. The thought of Death, to one near Deatir is 
Oh, "tis a fearful thing to be no more, (dreadful : 
Or if to be, to wander after Death; 85 
To walk, as Spirits do, in Breaks all Day ; 

And when the Darkn:ſs comes, to glide in Paths 

That lead to Graves; and in the filent Vault, 

Where lies your own pale Shrowd, to hover ober it, 
Striving to enter your forbidden Corps; 5 

And often, often, vainly breathe your Ghoſt 

Into yonr lifeleſs Lips: 

Then, like a lene, benighted Traveller, 

Shut out from Lodging, ſhall your Groans be anſwer's 
By whiſtling Winds, whoſe every Blaſt will ſhake 
Your tender Form to Atoms. 

Eur, Muſt I bs this thin Being? and thus wander? 
No Quiet after Death ? 

Cre. None: You muſt leave 
This beanteons Body; all this Youth 3a Freſhneſs 
Muſt be no more the Object of Deſire, 

But a cold Lump of Chy | 
Which then your 1 Ghoſt will leave, 
And loath its former Lodging. 

This is the beſt of what comes after Death, 

Ev'n to the beſt. 

Eur. What then ſhall be thy Lot? 

Eternal Torments, Baths of boiling Sulphur ; 
Viciſlitudes of Fires, and then of Froſts; 
And an old Guardian Fiend, ugly as thou art, 
To hollow in thy Ears at every Laſh, 

This for Eurydiec, theſe for her Adrajtus 

Cre. For her Adraſtus! 

Eur. Yes; for her Adraſlus: 

For Death ſhall ne*er di vide us. Death! What's Death ? 

Dio, Yon ſeem'd to fear it. 

Eur. But I more fear Crean. 

To take that hunch-back'd Monſter i in my Arms; 3 
Th' Exc reſence of a Man. 
Dio. to Cre. See what you've gain 1. 


Eur. 


rs 


* 


* 


Zur. 


Thou JF of Eyes? 
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Fu Death only can be dreadful to the Bad: 
To Innocence, tis like a Bug- bear dreſs d 
To frighien Children: Pull but off his Maſques 
And he'll appear a Friend. 
Cre. You talk too ſlightly. 
Of Death and Hell. Let me inform you better. 
Eur. You beſt can tell the News of your own Count. 
Dio. Nay, now you are too ſharp, 
Eur. Can I.-be.ſo-to one, ho has aceus d me 
Of Murder, and of parricide ? 
Cre. You provoke me. 
And yet I only did thus far accuſe ye, 
As next of Blood to Lajus: Be adyis'd, 
And you may livre. 
Eur. The Means? 
Cre. "Tis offer d you; 
The Fool Aaraſtushus accns MU himfelf, 
Eur. Ke has indeed, to take the Guilt from me, 
Cre, He ſays, he loves you; if he does, *isavell ; 
He neber cou'd prove it in a better time. 
Eur. Then Death muſt be his F Love. 
Cre. Tis a Fools juft Reward : 
The Wiſe can make a better Uſe of Life; 
But tis the young Man's Pleaſure, his Ambition: 
I grudge him not that Favour. | 
Eur. When he's dead, 
Where ſhall I find his- Equal? 
Cre. Every where, 
Fine empty things Ii ke him, 
The Court ſwarms with . 
Fine fighting things; in Camps they are oe common, 
Crows feed on nothing elſe, Plenty of Fools; 
A Glut of em in Thebes. 


And Fortune ſti ll takes care they ſhow'd be ſeen ; 


She places dem aloft, o'th? topmoſt Spoke 
Of all her Wheel. Fools are thedaily Work 
Of Nature; her Vacation: If ſhe form 


A Man, ſhe loſes byꝰt ; 'tis too expenſive - 2 
I. would make ten Fools: A Man's a Prodigy. 


Eur. That is, a Creon. O thon black Derraftorg 
Who ſpitr'ſt thy Venom againſt God and Man? 


D 2 ä Thou 
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Thou who lov'ſt nothing, but what nothing loves; 
And that's thy ſelf! who haſt conſpir'd againſt 


My Life and Fame, to make me loath'd by all, 
And only fit for thee. 


But for A1raftus? th, good Gods! his Death! 


What Curſe ſhall I invent ? 
Dio. No more; he's here. 
Eur. He Jſhall be ever here, 


He won'd give up his Life, give up his frame 


Euter Adraſtus. 


If all the Excellence of Womankind 
Were mine; — No, tis too little all for him. 


Where I ade up of endleſs, endleſs Joys — 


Adr. And ſo thou art, 
The Man who loves like me, 
Wou'd think ev'n Infamy, the worſt of Ils, 
Were chea ply purchas'd, were thy Love the Priz? 3 
Uncrown'd, a Captive, nothing leit but Honour, 
Tis the lift thing a Prince ſhould throw away 
But when the Storm grows loud, and threatens, Love, 
Throw ev'n that over-board, for Love's the] ewel, 
And Jaſt it muſt be kept, _ 

Cre. to Dio. Work him be ſure, - 
To Rage, he's paſſionate: 
Make him the Aggreſſor. - 

Dio. O falſe Love ! Falſe Honour 

Cre. Diſſemble both, and falſe t 

Air. Dar'ſt you fay thus to me? 


Cre. To you! Why, what are you, that I ſhould fear 1 


Tam not Læjus: Hear me, Prince of Argos; (you? 


Tou give what's nothing, . * you give your Honour; 
Je g a 


Tis gone; tis loſt in Bat 
Vows made in Wine are not ſo falſe as that: 


For your Love, 


Tou kill'd her Father; you confeſs? d you did: (ter! 


A mighty Argument to prove your Paſſion to . Daugh- 


Adr. Aſide. Gods! Muſt I bear this Pens and yot 


The Lye to his foul Throat! (retort 5 


Dio. Baſely you kill'd him. 1 


4 


Alr. Aide. Oh, I burn inward ; floats all o fire! 


Alcides when the poiſon'd. Shirt ſac cloſeſt, . 181 
Had but an Ague-fit to this my Fever. 5 
a T7 | ec, 


OEDIPUS 4. 
vet, for Eurpdice, ern this L'Il ſuffer, 
Jo free my Love Well then, I kill'd him baſely. 
Cre, Fairly Im ſure you cou d not. 
Dio. Nor alone. 
Cre. You bad your Fellow-Thieves about you, Prince; 
They conquer'd, and you kill'd. 
Adr. Aſide. Down, ſwelling Heart! 
is for the Princeſs all. O my Eurydice! — ¶ To her. 
Eur. to him. Reproach not thus the Weakneſs of my 
As if I could not bear a ſhameful Death, | (Sex, 


Rather than ſee you burden'd with a non, 


Of which I know you free. 
Cre. Lou da ill, Madam, 
To let your head- Jong Love triumph e o'er Nature. 
Dare you defend your Father's Murderer ? 
Eur, You know he kilPd him not. 
Cre. Let him ſay ſo. 
Dio. See, he ſtands mute. 
Cre. Oh Pow'r of Conſcience Vn in wicked Men + 
It works, it ſtings, it will not let him utter 


-One Syllable, one, no, not to clear himſelf 


From the moſt baſe, deteſted, horrid Act 
That eber con'd ſtain a Villain, not a Prince, 
Adr. Ha! Villain! 
Dio. Eccho to him, Groves: Cry Villain. 
Aar. Let me conſider: Did I murder La jus 
Thus like a Villain? | 
Cre. Beſt revoke your Words, 
And fay, you kill'd him nor. 
Adr. Not like a Villain: Prirhee change me that, 
For any other Lye. 
Dio. No, Villain, Villain. 
Cre. Von kilPd him not! Proclaim Four Innocence, 
Accuſe the Princeſs : So I knew twoud be. 
Adr. I thank thee, thou inſtru ſt me: 
No matter how 1 kill d.him. 
Cre. Aſide. Cool again. | 
Eur. Thou who uſurpꝰſt theſacred Name of Conſcience, 


Did not thy own declare him Innocent? 


To me declare him ſo ; the King ſhall know it. 
Cre. .You will not be bellev'd, for PH forſweur it. 
1 What's now thy Conſoience! 
D 3 | ' CFe, 
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Cre. Tis my Slave, my Drudge, my ſupple Glove; | 
My upper Garment, to put on, throw A 
As I think beſt : Tis my obedient Conſctence, 

Adr. Infamous Wretch ! 

Cre. My Conſcience ſhall not do me the ill Office 
Jo ſave a Rival's Life: When thou art dead, 
(As dead thou ſhalr be, or be yet more baſe 
Than thou think'ſt me, 
By forfeiting her Life, to ſave thy own :) 
Know this, and let it grate thy very Soul, 
She ſhall be mine; (ſhe is, if Vows were binding 5 
Mark me; the Fruit of all thy Faith and Paſſion, 
Ev'n of thy fooliſh Death, ſnall all be mine, 

Aar. Thi ne, ſayſt thou, * 2 | 
Shall my Love be ot TY 
Oh, I can bear no more! 
Thy cunning Engines have with Labour ral 
My heavy Anger, like a mighty Weight, 
To Kall. and cruſh thee dead. | 
See here thy Nuptials; fee, thou raſh Ixion, (Draws, 
Thy promis'd Juno vaniſhd in a Cloud; 

And in her Room avenging Thunder rolls, | S 
To blaſt thee thus Come bot | 

Cre. Tis what I wiſhb'd : [ Both draw. 

[Fight: 


Now ſee whoſe Arm can kunch the ſurer Bolt, 


And who's the better Joue- 
Eur. Help; Murder; help! 


Enter Hzmon and Guards, run bet wit them, and beat 
ä down their Swords. | 
Hem. Hold, hold your impious Hands : I think the 
Furies, 
To whom this Grove is hallow'd, have inſpir'd you: 
Now, by my Soul, the holieſt Earth of Thebes 
Lou have profand with War. Nor Tree, nor Plant 
Groves here, but what is fed with Magick Juice; 
All jullof Human Souls, that cleave thear Barks, 
To dande at Midnight, by the Moon's pale Beams: 
At I-aſt two hundred Years theſe reverend Shades 
H. ve known no Blood, but of black Sheep and Oxen, 
Shed by che Prieſt's own Hund, to Proſerpine. 
Adr. Forgive a Strangers ISnorancs: I kuew not 
The Honours of the Place. Hem 


„ 


Not OEdi pus, were all his Foes here Jodg!d, 
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Hem. Thou, Creon, didſt. 


Durſt violate the Religion of theſe Groves, 
To touch one ſingle Hair; but muſt, unarm'd, 
Par], as in Truce, or furlily avoid 
What moſt he long' d to kill. 
Cre. I drew not firſt; 
But in my own Defence. 

Adr. I was provok'd 
Bey ond 3 s Patience : All, Reproach cowl urge, 
Was us'd, to kindle one not apt to bear. 

Hem. 'Tis OEaipus, not I, muſt judge thus. _—_ 
Lord Creon, yon and Diacles retire ; E | 
Tireſias, and the Brotherhood of Prieſts, 

Approach the Place: None at theſe Rites aſliſt, 
But you tl? accng'd ; who by the Mouth of Lejus, 
Muſt be abſolv'd, or doom'd. 

Adr. I bear my Fortune. 

Eur. And I provoke my Trial. 

Hæm. "Tis at hand: 

For ſee the Prophet comes with Vervain oxown) 
The Prieſts with Lew; a venerable Band: 


Weleave yon to the Gods. 
{Exit Hem. with Cre. and Dio. 


Enter Tireſias, led by Manto: The Prieſt; follow ; all 
clothed in long black Habits, | | 


Tir, Approach, ye Lovers; 
III fated Pair! whom ſee ing not, 1 know : : 
This Day your kindly Stars in Heav'u were join'd $ 
When (lo!) an envious Planet interpos'd, 
And threaten'd both with Death. I fear, I fear. 
Eur, Is there no God ſo much a Friend to Love, 
Who can controul the Malice of our Fate? 
Are they all deaf? Or have the Giants Heav'n? 
Tir, The Gods are juſt 
But how can Finite meaſure Infinite? 
Reaſon * alas, it does not know itſelf ! 
Yet Man,vain Man,wou'd with this ſhort-lin'd Pluramet, 
Fathom the vaſt Abyſs of Heav'nly Juſtice. | 


Whatever is, is in ics-Cauſcs juſt, 


Since all tlings are by Fate. But pnrblind Man 
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Sees but a part o th? Chain, the neareſt Links 3 
His Eyes not carrying to chat equal Beam 
That poizes all above. 
Eur. Then we muſt die?! 
Tir, The Danger's imminent this Day, 

Ar. Why then there's one Day leſs for Human Il, 
And who would moan himſelf for ſuffering that, 
Which in a Day muſt paſs ? Something or I 5 
T ſhall be what I was again, before 
I was Aue 5 
Penurious Heav'n! Canſt thou not add a Wide 
To our ane Day? Give me a Night with her, 
And Dll give all the reſt. 

Tir. She broke her Vow 
Firſt made to Creon. But the Time calls on: 
And Lajus Death maſt now be made more plain, 
How loth I am to have recourſe to Rites 
So full of Horror, that 1 once rejoice 
I want the Uſe of Sight | — 

1 Pr. The Ceremonies ſtay. 

Tir. Chuſe the darkeſt part c tli Grove, 
Such as Ghoſts at Noon day love. 
Dig a Trench, and dig it nigh 
Where the Bones of Lajus lie: 

Alters rais'd of Turf-or Stone, 

Wil th? infernal Powers have none; 

Anfwer me, if this be done? 

Al Pr. Tis done. 

Tir. Is the Sacrifice made fie? 

Draw her backward to the Pita 

Draw the barren Heifer back, 

Barren let her be, and black; 

Cut the curled Hair thar grows 
Full betwixt her Horns and Brows: 
And turn your .Facesfrom:the Sun. 
Anſwer me, if this be done? 

All Pr. Tis done, 

Tir. Pour in Blood, and Blood like Wane, 

To Mother Earth, and Pro ſerpine: 

Mingle Milk into the Stream; 
Feaſt the Ghoſts that dove the Steam: 
Snatch a. Brand from Euneral-Pile; 


Toſs 
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Toſs it in to make em boil: 5 
And turn your Faces fromthe Sun. 


Anſwer me, if all pe done? 
All Pr. Alli is done, 


Peal of Thunder; and Flaſhes of Nabe then groaning 
below the Stage. 


Manto. O what Laments are thoſe ? 
7ir,, The Groans of Ghoſts, that clea ve che Earth with 
Pain; 
And heave it 4 they pant and ſtick half way. 
' [ The Stage wholly aa 
1 And now a ſadden Darkneſs covers all - 
The genuine Night : Nighr added to the Groves; 
The Fogs are blown full in the Face of Heav'n. 
Tir. Am I but half obey'd? Infernal Gods, 
Muſt you have Muſick too? then tune your Voice, 
And ler 'em have ſuch Sounds as Hell neber heard, 
| Siuce Orpheus braib'd. the Shades. | | [Maſich, 


1 
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1. Hear ye ſu len Pow'rs beloy ; 
Hear, ye Taskers of the Dead; 
2. Du that boiling Cauldrons Low, 
You that ſcum the molten Lead; 
g. You that pinch with red-hot Ton 158 
1. Du that drive the trembling Hoſts 
Of poor, poor Ghoſts, | 
With your fharpen'd Prongs ; 
2. You that thruſt em off the brim 2 
3. Tou that plunge em when they ſwim 3 : 
I. Till they down ; | 
Till they go 
On a row | 
Down, down, down, _ 
Ten thou ſand thouſand EA Fathoms low. 
Chorus. Till they down, &c. 
1. Muſick for a while 
Shall your Cares beguile: 
Mondring how your Pains were eard, 
2. How ai — to be pleas d; 
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3. Till Alecto free the Dead 
From their eternal Bands; 
Til the Snakes drop from her Head, 
And whip from out her Hands. 
I. Come away, 
Do not ſlay, 
But obey | | 
While we play, | 
For Hells broke up, and Ghoſts ha ve Holy-day. 
Chorus, Come away, &c. 


LA Elaſh of Lightning; the Stage is made bright, and 
the Ghoſts are ſeen paſſing betwixt the Trees. 


1. Lajus! 2. Lajus! 3. Lajus! 
1. Hear! 2. Hear! 3. Hear! 
Tir. Hear and appear: 
By the Fates that ſpun thy Thread; 
Cho. Which are three. 
Tir. By the Furie, fierce and dread; 
Cho. Which are three. 
Tir. By the Judges of the Dead; 
Cho. Which are three. 
| Three times three. 
Tir. By Hells blue Flame, 
By the Stygian Lake; 
And by Demogorgon's Name, 
At which Ghoſts quake, 
Hear and appear. 1 


ILThe Gheſt of Lajus raiſes ar md in his Chariot, as he was 


Hain. And behind his Chariot ſit the three who were 
murder d with him. 1 | 


Ghoſt. Why haſt thou Arawn me from my Pains below, 

To ſuffer worſe above; to ſee the Day, 
And Thebes more hated ; Hell is Heav'n to Thebes. 

For Pity ſend me back, where J may hide, 

In willing Night, the 1gnominions Head: 

In Hell I ſhun the publick Scorn; and then 
They hunt me for their Sport, and hoot me as I fly: 
Behold ev'n now they grin at my gor'd Side, 2 
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And chatter at my Wounds, 1 
Tr. I pity thee : . 
Tell but why Thebes is for thy Death accuſs'd, 
And I'll unbind the Charm. 
| Ghoſt. O ſpare my Shame, 
Tir. Are theſe two innocent? 
Ghoſt. Of my Death they are. 


- 


But he who holds my Crown, Oh, muſt ! ſpeak ? 


Was doom'd to do what Nature moſt abhors. | 
The Gods foreſaw it; and forbad his Being, 4 
Before he yet was born. I broke their Laws, 

And cloath'd with Fleſh his pre-exiſting Soul. 

Some kinder Pow'r, too weak for Deſtiny, 

Took pity, and indue'd his new:form'd Maſs 


With Temperance, Juſtice, Prudence, Forticude, 


And every kingly Virtue ; but in vain, | 
For Fate, that ſent him bood-wink'd to the World, 


Perform'd its Work by his miſtaking Hands. 
Ask'ſt thou who murder'd me? "twa$ Oedipus 5 


Who ftains my Bed with Inceſt ? Oedipus : 


For whom then are you curſt, but Qedipus ? 

He comes; the Parricide; I cannot bear him: 

My Wounds ake at him: O his murd'rous Breath 

Venoms my alry Subſtance ! hence with him, 

Baniſh him; ſweep him out; the Plague he bears 

Will blaſt your Fields, and mark his way with Ruin, 

From Thebes, my Throne, my Bed, let him be driv'n; 

Do you forbid him Earth, and III forbid him Heav'n. 
| | C (Ghoſt deſcends 


Enter Ocdipus, Creon, Hzmon, &c. 


Oed. What's this! methought ſome peſtilential Blaſt - 
Struck me juſt entring; and ſome unſeen Hand 
Struggled to puſh me backward : Tell me why 
My Hair ſtands briſtling up, why my Fl:ſh trembles! 
You ſtare at me! then Hell has been among ye, 

And ſome Jag Fiend yet lingers in the Grove. 
Tir, What Omen ſaw'ſt thou entring ? 
Oed. A young Stork, „ 

That bore his aged Parent on his Back; 


= e with the Weight, he ſhook him off, 


And peck d out both his Eyes. 


Ar. 
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Adr. Oh, Oedipus ! 

Eur. Oh, wretched Oedipus! 

Tir, Oh, fatal King #1 +7; 141 

Oed. What mean theſe Eile of my Name * 
T thank the Gods, no ſecret Thoughts approach me: pet” 


5 


| No; I dare challenge Heav'n to turn me outward, 


And ſhake my Soul quite empty in your Sight, & 
Then wonder not that I can bear unmoy'd | 
Theſe fix d Regards, and ſilent Threats of Eyes. 
A generous Fierceneſs dwells with Innocence, 
And conſcious Virtue is allow'd ſome Pride. 
Tir. Thon know'ſt not what thou ſay'ſt. 
Oed. What mutters he ! tell me Eurydice: 


Thou ſhak'ſt ; thy Soul's a Woman, Speak Miteſtir; 


And | boldly, as thon metꝰ'ſt my Arms in Fight; 
Dar'ſt thou not ſpeak? why then tis bad indeed, 
Trreſias, thee I ſummon by the Prieſthood, | | 
Tell we what News from Hell; where Lajus points, 
And who's the guilfy Head? 

Tir. Let me not anſwer. ' | 

Oed. Be dumb then, and _ 05 Native e 
To farther .Plagues. 

Tir. ILdare not name him to ths: 


ve 


Oed. Dar'ſt thou converſe with Hell, and can! ton 


An human Name? (fear 
Tir, Urge me no more to tell a thing, which known 


| Wou'd make thee more unhappy : : will be found 


Tho? I am ſilent. 4 

Oed. Old and Obſtinate ! Then en thy belt 
Art Author or Accomplice of this Murder, 5 
And ſhun'd the Juſtice, ae by publick Ban 
Thou haft incurr- C. 

Tir, O! If the Guilt were mine, 
It were not half ſo great: Know, wretches Man; 
Thou only, thou art guilty 5 "oF own wing 
Falls heavy on thy ſelf. 

Oed. Speak this again: 
But ſpeak it to the Winds, when they are -londeſt 3 4 
Or to the raging Seas, they*1l hear as ſoon, 
And ſooner will believe. 

Tir. Then hear me Heav n, 


For bluſhing thou haſt ſeen it! Hear me Earth, Abet | 
Ie 


! 
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Whoſe hollow Womb could not contain this Murder, 

But ſent it back to Light! And thon Hell, hear me, 

Whoſe own black Seal has firm'd this horrid Truth, 

Qedipus murder'd Lajus ! 

Oed. Rot the Tongue, 

And blaſted be the Mouth that ſpoke that Lys! 

Thou blind of Sight, but thou more blind of Soul. 
Tr. Thy Parents thought not fo, | 
Oed. Who were my Parents? 

Tir. Thou ſhalr know too ſoon. 
Oed. Why ſeek I Truth from thee ? 


The Smiles of Conrtiers, and the Harlots Tears, 


The Tradeſmens Oaths, and Mourning of an Heir, 
Are Truths to what Prieſts tell, 
O why has Prieſthood Privilege to lye, 
And yet to be believ' d! Thy Age protects thee, — 
Tir, Thou can'ſt not kill me; 'tis not in thy Fate, 
As 'twas to kill thy Father; wed thy Motlier; 
And beget Sons, thy Brothers. 
Oed. Riddles, Riddles ! 
Tir, Thou art thy ſelf a Riddle; a 8 
Obſcure Euigma, which when thou unty ' ſt, 
Thou ſhalt be found and loſt, 
Oed. Impoſſible ! 
Adraſtus, ſpeak ; and as thou art a King, 
Whoſe Royal Word is ſacred, clear my Fame, 
Adr. Wou'd I cou'd ! 
Oed. Ha, wilt thou not? Can the Plebeian Vice 
Of Lying mount to Kings can they be tainted ! 
Then Truth 1s loſt on Earth. 
Cre. The Cheat's too groſs ; 
Adraſtus is his Oracle, and he, 
The pious Jugler, but Adraſtusꝰ Organ. FP, 
Oed. Tis plain the Prieſt's ſuborn'd to free chepris'ner. 
Cre. And turn the Guilt on you. 
Oed. O honeſt Creon, how haſt chou been bely'd ? 
Eur, Hear me. 
Cre. She's brib'd to ſave her Lover's Life. 
Adr. If, Oedipus, thou thiuk'ſt 
Cre. Hear him not ſpeak. | 
Adr. Then hear theſe holy Men. 
Cre, Prien Prieſts, all brib'd, all Prieſts. 
E Oed. 


* 
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Ord. Adraſtus, I have found thee; 

The Malice of a vanquiſh'd Man has ſeiz d thee: 
Aar. If Envy and not Truth | 
Oed. I'll hear no more: away with him. | 
[ Hzmon takes him off by force, Cre, and Eur, follow; 
Oed. to Tir. Why ſtand'ſt thou here, Impoſtor ! 

So old, and yet ſo wicked lye for Gain; 

And Gain fo ſhort as Age can promiſe thee ! 

Tir. So ſhort a time as I have yet to live 

Exceeds thy pointed Hour; remember Lsjuz : 

No more; if eber we meet again, twill be 

In mutual Darkneſs; we ſhall feel before us 

To reach each other's Hand : remember Lajas. 


(Exit Tireſias; Priefls follow. 


Oedipus Solus. 


Remeniber Lajus! that's the Burden fill : 
N uxder and Inceſt ! but to hear em nam'd, 
My Soul ſtarts in me: The good Sentinal 
Stands to her Weapons; takes the firſt Alarm 
To guard me from ſuch Crimes 
Then I walk'd ſleeping, in ſome frightful Dream; 
My Soul then ſtole my Body out by Night, 5 
And brought me back to Bed &er Morning wake. 
It cannot be ey'n this remoteſt way, 
But ſome dark hint would juſtle forward now; 
And goad my Memory — Oh my Jocaſia ! 
x Enter Jocaſta. 

Joc. Why are you thus diſturb'd ? 

Oed. Why, wouldſt thou think it? 
No leſs than Murder ? 

Joc. Murder ! what of Murder ? 1 

Oed. Is Murder then no more? add Parricide, 

And Inceſt; bear not theſe a frightful Sound? 

Foc. Alas! | 
Ded. How poor a pity is Alas | 

For two ſuch Crimes! - Was Lajus us'd to lye, 

Jyoc. Ohno; the moſt ſincere, plain, honeſt Man, 
One who abhor'd a Lye. | 

Oed. Then he has got that Quality in Hell, 
He charges me but why accuſe I him? 


Did I kill Lajur? | 
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I did not hear him ſpeak it : They accuſe me; 
The Prieſt, Adraſtus and Eurydice, 
Of murdering Lajus — Tell me, while I think on , 
Has old Tireſia? practis d long this Trade? 

Foc. What Trade ? 

Oed. Why this fortelling Trade. 

Foc. For many Years. 

Oed. Has he before this Day accus d me? 

Joc, Never. 

Oed. Have you cer this inquir d, who did this Mur- 

Foc. Often; but ſtill in vain. der! 

Oed. I am ſatisfy d. 

Then *tis an Infant - lye; but one Day old. 
The Oracle ta kes place before the Prieſt: 
The Blood of Za ajus was to murder Lajus ; 
I'm not of Lajas Blood. 

Foc, Ev n Oracles 
Are always doubtful, and are often forg'd: : 

Lajss had one, which never was tuliill.d, 
Nor ever can be now. 

Oed. And what forotoſd it? 

Joc. That he ſhould have a Son by me, fore- doom d 
The Murderer of his Father: True indeed, | 
A Son was born; but to prevent that Crime, 

The wretched Inkne of a guulty Fate, 
Bor'd thro'his untir'd Feet, and bound ,vithCordy, 

On a bleak Mountain, naked was expos d: 

The King himſelf liv d many, many Years, 
And found a different Fate; by Robbers murder d, 

Where three Ways meet, Yet theſe are Oracles; 

And this the Faith we owe em. 

Oed. Say ſt thou, Woman? 

By Heav'n thou haſt waken'd ede ist in me, 

That ſhakes my very Soul! 
Foc, What, new diſturbance ! 
Oed. Methought thou ſay ſt, 

thou ſag'it it?!) | 

This Murder was on Lajus Perſon done, 

Where three Ways meet! 

Jo. So common Fame reports. 
2 Wou dit had ly d. 
c. Why, good my Lord? 
E 2 Sed. 
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Oed. No; Queſtions: 
Tis buſy time with me; diſpatch mine firſt} ; 
_ 9 * where was it done? | 
. Mean Jou the Murder? 17 (der? 
— Conlbſt thou not anſwer, without naming Mur- 
Foc. They ſay in PHocide; on "the Verge that parts it 
From Daulia and from Delphos. 
Oel. So! How long! when bappen'd this? 
Foe. Some little time lefors you come to Thebes, 
Ve. What will the Gods do with me? 
Joc. What means chat Thought ? | 
Ged. Something; 3 but's not your turn to ask: 
How old was Luj as, what his Shape, his Stature, 
His Action and his Mein? quick, quick, your Anſwer 
Foc. Big made he wit, and tall; his Port was fierce, 
Ercet his Countenance z manly Majeſty 
Sat in his Front, and darted from his Eyes, 
Commanding all he view'd z his Hair juſt gris led, 
As in a green old Age; late bur his Years, | 
Vou are his Picture. 
Oed. Aſide. Pray Heav'n he drew me not, Am I his 
Fac, 80 I have often told you, _ (Picture? 
Oed. True, you have; 
Add that to the reſt: How was the King 
attended when he trave}id ? 
Fac, By four Servants ; 
He went out privately. 
Qed. Well counted ſtill: 
One ſcapꝭd I hear; what ſince became of him ? 
Joc. When be beheld you firſt as King of Thebes, 
He kneePd, and trembling, beg'd I would diſmiſs him 8 
He bad my leave; and now he lives rair'd, 
0:4. This Man muſt be producd; he muſt, Jocaſta. 
Foc. He ſhall yet have I leave to ask you why? 
Oed. Yes, you ſhall know; for where ſhould I repoſe 
The Avguiſh of my Soul, but in your Breaſt? — 
I need not tell you Crinth claims my Birth; j 
My Parents Polybus and Merope, - 
Two Royal Names; - their only Child am I. 
It happen'd once, was at a Bridal Feaſt, 
One warm with Wine, told me I was a Foundling, 
Not the King's Son; I, ſtung with this Reproach, 


4 7 


ur- 
it 


12 


"ce, 


his 
re? 


18 
J. 


Me 


=D US 53 
Struck him: My Father heard of it; the Man 
Was made ask Pardon; and the Buſimefs huſiid. 
Foc. Twas ſomewhat odd. 
Oed. And ſtrangely it perplex'd me. 


I ſtole away to Delphos, and implor'd 


The God to tell my certain Parentage. 
He bad me ſeek no farther ; *cwas my Fate 
To kill my Father, and pollute his Bed, 
By marrying her-who bore me. 
Foc. Vain, walnOracles ! 
Oed But yer they frighted me; 
I look'd on Corinth as a Place accurfts, 
Reſolv'd my Deſtiny ſhould wait in vain:; 
And never catch me there. 
Foc. Too nice a Fear. 
Oed Suſpend your Thoughts, and latter not too Toon, 
Juſt in the Place you nand, where three Ways meet, 
And near that time, five perſons I encounter'd ; 


One was tod like, (Heav'n grant it prove not. him) 


Whom you deſeribe for Lajus: Inſobut 


And fierch they were, as Men who liv'd on Spotl. 
I jug d em Robbers, and by force repelPd 


The force they us d: In ſnort, four Men I ile 
The fifth upon his- Knees, demanding Life, 
My Mercy gave it bring me Comfort now.: 
If I flew Zajus, what can be more wretched! 
From Tebes and you my Curſe has baniſh'd me 
From Orinth, Fate. 
Fc. Perplex not thus thy Mind 
My Husband fell hy Multitudes oppreſt, 
So Phorbas ſaid: This Band you chanc)d-ro meet; 
And murder'd not my Lajas, but reveng'd him. 
Oed. There's all my hope: Let Phorbas tell ms this, 
And I fhall live again — ; 
To you good Gols, I make my laſt Appeal ; : 


'Or clear my V3 irtues or my Crime reveal: 
If wandring in the maze of Fate I run, 


And backward trod the Paths I ſought to ſhun, 


Impute my Errors to your own Decree; 


My Hands are guilty, but my H:arc is free. [Excunt. 
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Enter pyracmon and Creon. 


Pyr. — Buſineſs of Import, that Triumph wes: 
You ſeem to go with; nor is it hard to gueſs, 

When you are pleas'd by a malicious Joy, 

Whoſe red and fiery Beams caſt thro) your Viſage 

A glowing Pleaſar& Sure you ſmile Revenge, 

And I cow'd gladly hear. 

Cre. Wouldſt thou believe? 

This giddy hair-brain'd King, whom old Treſiar 
Has thunder-ſtruck with heavy Accuſation, 
Tho? conſcious of no inward Guilt, yet fears; 
He fears Jocafta, fears himſelf, his Shadow; 

He fears the Multitude; and, which is worth 
An Age of Laughter, out of all Mankind, 

He chuſes me to be his Orator : 

Swears that Auruſtus, and the lean-look'd Prophet, 
Are joint Conſ pirators; and wiſh'd me to 
Appeaſe the raving Thebans; which I __ 

To do. 

Pyr. A dangerous Undertaking; 

Directly oppoſite to your on Intereſt. 

Cre. No, dull Pyracmon; when I ft his Profence, 
With all the Wings with Which Revenge could imp 
My Flight, I gain'd the midſt o“ ch? City; 

There, ſtanding on a Pi le of Dead and Dying, 

T to the mad and ſickly Multitude, 

With interrupting Sobs, cry'd out, O Thebes, 

O wretched Thebes, thy King, thy 'Dedipus, 
This barbarous Stranger, this Uſurper, vaſes, 
Is by the Oracle, th: wiſe Tireſias, - - 

Proclain,d the Murderer of the Royal Lajus. 

Jecaſla too, no longer now my Siſter, 

Is found Comptr ller in the horrid Peed. 

H-re I renounce all Tye of Blood and Nature, 

For the, O Thebes, dear Thebes, poor bleeding Thebes ! 
Aud there I wept, and then the Rabble howPa, 
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And roar'd, and, with a thouſind antick Mouths, 
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Gabbled Revenge; Revenge was all the Cry... 

Pyr. This cannot fail: I ſee "ou on che Throne, 
And Oedipus caſt out. 

Cre. Then ſtrait came on 
Alcander, with a wild and bellowing Crowd; 
Whom, when he had wrought, I whiſper'd him to join, 
And head the Forces while the Heat was in em: 
So to the Palace I return'd to meet 
The King, and greet him with another Story, 
Bur ſee, he enters, 


Enter Oedipus and Jocaſia, attended. 


Oed. Said you that Phorbas is return'd, and yet 
Intreats he may return, without being ask d 
Of ought concerning what we have diſcover d? 
Joc, He ſtarted when I told him your Intent, 
Replying, what he knew of that Affair 
Would give no Satisfaction to the King; 
Then, falling on his Knees, begg'd as for Life 
To be diſmiſsd from Court; he trembled too, 
As if concluſive Death had ſeis "a upon him, 


And ſtammer'd in his abrupt Pray'r fo wildly, 


That, had he heen the Murderer of Lajus, 
Guilt and Diſtraction could not have ſhook him more. 
Oed. By your Deſcription, ſure as Plagues and Death 


Lay waſte our Thebes, fome Deed chat ſnuns the Lighs 


Begot thoſe Fears: If thou reſpect'ſt my Peace, 
Secure him, dear Jocaſla; for my Genius 
Shrinks at his Name. 

Foc. Rather let him go; 
So my poor boding Heart would have it be, 
Without à Reaſon. 

Oed. Hark, the Thebans come! 
Therefore retire ; and, once more, if thou loy it me, 


Let Phorbas be 8 3 


Foc. You ſhall, while I 
Have Lafe, be ail obey d; 


In vain you ſooth me with your ſoft nnn 
And et the faireſt Countenance to view; 


Your gloomy Eyes, my Lord, bet ray a Deadneſs 
And iuward * That Oracle 
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Fats like a ſubtile Worm its venom'd Way, 
| Preys on your Heart, and rots the noble Core, 
How er the beauteous Ont - ſide ſhews ſo lovely, 
Oed. Oh, thou wilt kill me with thy Lov's Exceſs! 
All, all is well; ret ire, the Thebaus come. 
(Exit Jocaſta. 
Ghoſt. Ocdipus? , 
Oed. Ha! again that Scream of Woe”! 
"Thrice have I heard, rhrice ſince the Morning dawn'd 
It ballow d loud, as if my Guardian Spirit 
*Call'd from ſome vaulted Manſion, O-dipus! 
Or is it but the work of Melancholy ? 
When the Sun ſets, Shadows that ſhew'd at Noon 
But ſmall, appear moſt long and terrible; 
So when we think Fate hovers oer our Heads, 
Our Apprehenſions ſhoot beyond all Bounds, 
Owls, Ravens, Crickers feem the Watch of Death, 
Nature's worſt Vermin ſcarce her godlike Sons, 
Echoes, the very-Leavings of a Voice, | 
Grow babling Ghoſts, and call us to our Graves: 
Each Mole-bill Thought ſwells to a huge Olympus, 
While we fantaſtick Dreamers heave and puff, 
And ſweat with an Imagination's Weight; 
As if, like Atlas, with theſe mortal Shoulders 
Wie could ſuſtain the Burden of the World. 
Creon comes — 
Cre. O Saered Sir, my Royal Lord 
Oed Whtit now? 
Thou ſeem' ſt affriglited at ſome areadful Action, 
Thy Breath comes ſhort, thy darted Eyes are fixed 
"On me for Aid, as it thou wert purſu'd : 
I ſent thee to the Thebans, ſpeak thy Wonder,; 
Fear not, this Palace is a Sanctuary, 
The King himſelf's thy Guard. 


Cre. For me. alas! | (yours?? 


My Litc's not worth a Thou aki weightd-with 
But fly, my Lord, fly as your IP ſacred, 
Yeur Fate 1s precious to your faithful Creon, 

Who therefore, on his Knees; tlius proſtrat e begs 

Lou would remove from Thebes that vowys your Ruin. 

— 4 I but offer at your Innocence, 
I. 


1 — Stones, and menacd me with Death, 8 
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And drove me thro? the Streets with Imprecations 


Againſt your ſacred Perſon, and thoſe Traitors 
Who juſtify'd your Guilt ; which curs'd Treſiat 
Told, as from Heav'n, was Cauſe of their Deſtruction. 

Oed. Riſe, worthy Creon, haſt and take our Guard, 
Rank dem in equal part upon the Square, 3 
Then open every Gate of this our Palace, ; 
And let the Torrent in. Hark, it comes, [ Shout« 
T hear em roar : Be gone, and break down all | 
The Dams that would oppoſe their furious Paſſage, 

| Exit Creon with Guards. 


| Enter Adraſtus, his Sword dramn. 
Adr. Your City | 


Is all in Arms, all bent to your Deſtruſt ion. 


I heard but now, where I was cloſe conſin d, 
A thundering Shout, which made my Jailors vaniſh, 
Cry, Fire the Palace! where's the cruel King? 


Vet, by il Infernal Gods, thoſe awful Pow'rs 


That have accus d you, which theſe Ears have heard, k 


And thefe Eyes ſeen, I muſt believe you guiltleſs ?: 


CY 


For, ſince I knew the Royal Oedi ut, 
I have obſery'd in all his Acts ſuch Truth 
And God - like Clearneſs, that to the laſt Guſh 
Of Blood and Spirits, IH defend his Liſe, 
And here have ſworn to periſh by his Side. 
0:4. Be witneſs, Gods, how near this touches me! 
O what Recompence can Glory make? [| Embracing him. 
Aar. Defend your Innocence, ſpeak like your ſelf, _ 
And awe the Rebels with your dauntleſs Virtue. 1. 
But hark! the Storm comes nearer, 
Oed. Let it come. 0 
The Force of Mijeſly is never known 
But in a general Wreck; then, then is ſeen 
The Difference twixt a Threſhold and a Throne. 


Enter Creon, Pyracmon, Alcander, Tireſias, Thebant. 


Alc. Where, where's this crael King? Thebans, behold 
There ſtands your Plague, the Ruin, Deſolation | * + 
Of this unhappy ſpeak; ſhall I kill him? 
Or ſhall he be caſt out to Baniſhment ? 

Ali Theb. To Baniſhment, away with him. | 

Ved. Hence, you Barbarians, to your {laviſh Diſtance, 

Fix 
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Fix to the Earth your ſordid Looks; for he 
Who ſtirs, dare more than Mad-men, Fiends, or Furies? 
Who dares to face me, by the Gods, as well 

brave the Majeſty of thundering Jove. 
Did I for this relieve you when beſieg?d 
By this fierce Prince, when coop'd within your Walls, 
And to the very Brink of Fate reduc'd ; 
When lean-jaw'd Famine made more Havock of you, 
Than does the Plague? But I rejoice I know you, 
Know the baſe Stuff that temper'd your vile Souls: 
The Gods be prais d, I needed not your Empire, 
Born to a greater, nobler of my own; 
Nor ſhall the Scepter of the Earth now win me 
To rule ſach Brutes, ſo barbarous a People. 

Aar. Methinks, my Lord, I ſee a ſad Repentance, 
A general Conſternation ſpread among em. 

Ord. My Reign is at an End; yet ere I finiſh —— 
P11 do a Juſtice that becomes a Monarch, : 

A Monarch who ch? midſt of Swords and Javelins, 

Darts act as on his Throne encompaſs'd round 

With Nations for his Guard. Alcander, you 

Are nobly born, therefore fhall loſe your Head. : 

; | [Seizes him, 

Here, Hemon, take him; but for this, and this | 

Let Cords diſpatch em. Hence, away em. 

Tir. O ſacred Prince, pardon diſtracted Thehes, 

Pardon her, if ſhe acts by Heav'ns award; 

If thatth? Infernal Spirits have declar'd 

The deprh of Fate, and if our Oracles 

May ſpeak, Odo not too ſeverely deal, 

But let thy wretched Thebes at leaſt complain 

If thou art guilty, Heav'n will make it known ; 

If innocent, then Jet Trrefsas die. 

Oed. I take thee at thy word. Run, haſte, and fave 

I ſwear the Prophet or the King fhall die. (Alcander, 

Be witneſs, all you Thebans of my Oath ; 

And Phorbas be the Umpire. | 

Ir. I ſubmit. [Trumpets ſound. 
Oed. What mean thoſe Trumpets ? 

Enter Hæmon with Alcander. 

Hem. From your native Country, 

Great Sir, the fam'd Zgeon is wart 5 
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That renown'd Favourite of the King your Father; 
He comes as an Embaſſador from Corinth, © 
And ſues for Audience, : 
Oed. Haſt, Hæmon, fly, and tell him that 1 ban 
J embrace him. 
Hem. The Queen, my Lord, at prefent holds him 
In private Conference; but bebold her here. | 


Enter Jocaſta, Eurydice, Oc. 


Fee. Hai}, happy Oedipus, happieſt of Kings; 
Henceforth be bleſt, bleſt as thou canſt deſire. 
Sleep without Fears the blackeſt Nights away; 
Let Furies haunt thy Palace, thou ſhalt fleep 
Secure, thy Slumbers ſhall be ſoft and genthe, 

As Infants Dreams. 

Oed. What does the Soul of all my Joys intend? 
And whither would this Rapture? 

Foc. Oh, I could rave, 

Pall down thoſe lying Fanes, and burn that Vault, 
From whence.reſounded thoſe falſe Oracles, 

That robb'd my Love of Reſt. / If we muſt pray, 
Rear in the Streets bright Altars to the 

Let Virgins Hands adorn the Sacrifice; | 

And not a grey-beard forging Prieſt come near, 
To pry into the Bowels of the Victim, 

And with his Dotage mad the gaping World. 

But ſee, the Oracle that Iwill truſt, 

True as the Gods, and affable as Men: 


Enter Egeon, kneels. 


Oed. Oh, to my Arms, welcome, my dear Xgeons 
Ten thouſand Welcomes, Oh, my Foſter- Father 
Welcome as Mercy to 2 Man condem'd ! ' 

Welcome to me, 

As to a ſinking Mariner 

The lucky Plank that !:ears him to the Shore! 
But ſpeak, O tell me what ſo mighty Joy 

Is this thou bring? it, which fo tranſports Focaſla 2 

Foc. Peace, peace, Ægon, let Jocaſta tell him! 
O that I could for ever charm, as now., 

My deareſt O:dipus ! Thy Royal Father 
g "0 King of Corinth it no more. 
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Oed. Ha] can it be? A£geon, anſwer me, 
And ſpeak in ſhort, what my Fecaſla's Tranſ port- 
May over-do. 

Age, Sinee in few uh. my Royal Lord, you ark 
To know the Truth ; King Polybus i 1s dead, 

Oed. O all you Pow? rs, ist poſſible? What, dead! 
But that the Tempeſt of my Joy may riſe * 
By jnſt degrees, and hit at laſt the Stars; | 
Say, how, howdy'd he? Ha! by Sword, by Fire, 
Or Water ? by Aſfaſſinates, or Poiſon ? ſpeak : 
Or did he Janguiſh under ſome Diſeaſe ? 

ge. Of no Diſtemper, of no Blaſt he dy'd, 
But fell lixe Autumn Fruit that mellow'd long; 
Ev'n wonder'd at, becauſe he dropt no ſooner. 
Fate ſeem'd to wind him up for fourſcore Years, 
Yet freſhly ran he on ten Winters more; 
Till, like a Clock worn out with eating Time, . 
The Wheels of weary Life at laſt ſtood ſtill, 

Oed. Oh, let me preſs thee in my youthful Arms, 
And ſmother thy old Age in my Embraces, 
Yes Thebans, yes Jecaſta, yes Auraſtus, 

Old Polybus, the King, my Father's dead. 

Fires ſhall be kindled in the midſt of Thebe:; 
P'th' midſt of Tumults, Wars, and Peſtilence, 
I will rejoice for Polybus his Death. | 
Know, be it known to the Limits of the World ; : 
Yet farther let it paſs yon dazling Roof, 


The Manſion of the Gods, and ſtrike en deaf 


With everlaſting Peals of thundriog Joy. 
Tir. Fate! Nature?” Fortune! what is all the World? 


Oed. Now, Dotard; now, thou blind old wizard 
Prophet, 
Where are your boding Ghoſts, your Altars now, 
Your Birds of Knowledge, that in dusky Air 


Chatter Futurity ? and where are now 


Your Oracles, that call'd me Parricide ? 

Is he not dead! ? deep laid in's Monument ? 

And was not I in Thebes when Fate attack d him? 
Avant, be gone, you Vizors of the Gods! 
Were I as cther Sons, now I ſhould weep 

But as I am, I've reaſon to rejoice ; 


_ wall, tho his 3 riſe and blaſt me. 
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Age. May I intreat to know em? 
„ - 
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Oh, for his Death, let Waters break theirBonnds, 
Rocks, Vallies, Hills, with ſplitting Þ's ring; 
J, Jocaſta, Io Pæan ſing. | 
Hr. Who would not now. conclude an happy End ? 
But all Fate's Turns are ſwift and unexpected. 
Age. Your Royal Mother Merope, as if 
She had no Soul fince you forſook the Land, 
Waves all the neighbouring Princes that adore her. 
Oed. Waves all the Princes! poor Heart! for what? 
O ſpeak. | 
Ege. She,tho? in full-blown flow'r of glorious Beauty, 
Grows cold, ev'n in the Summer of her Age; 
And for your ſake has ſworn todie unmarry'd. 
Oed. How! for thy ſake, dis and not marry! Oh, 
my Fit returns. 
ge. This Diamond, with a thouſand Kiſſes bleſt, 
With a thouſand Sighs and Wiſhes for your Safety, 
She charg'd me give you, with the general Homage 
Of our Corinthian Lords. | 
Oed. There's Magick in it, take it from my ſight ; 
There's not a Beam it darts, but carries Hell, 
Hot flaſhing Luſt, and necromantick Inceſt : 
Take it from my ſick Eyes, O hide it from me, 
No, my Jocaſta, tho Thebes caſt me out, 


While Aſerope's alive, P'Il neer return! 


Oh, rather let me walk round the wide World 
A Beggar, than accept a Diadem - p 
On fuch abhor'd Conditions. | | 

Joc. You make, my Lord, your own Unhappineſs, 
By theſe extravagant and needleſs Fears. 

Oed. Needleſs! O, all you Gods! by Heav'n I'd rather 
Embrue my Arms up to my very Shoulders | 
In the dear Entrails of the beſt of Fathers, 

Than offer at the execrable Act 
Of damned Inceſt; therefore no more of her. 

Age. And why, O facred Sir, if Subjects may 
Pre ſume to look into their Monarchs Breaſt, 

Why ſhould the chaſte and ſpot leſs Merope 
Infuſe ſuch Thoughts as T muſt bluſn to name? 

Oed. Becauſe the God of Delphos did fore warn me 

With thunder ing Oracles, 


Ota. 
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Oed. Yes, my Ageon ; but the ſad Remembrance 
Quite blaſts my Sout : See then the ſwelling Prieſt ! 
- Methinks I have his Image in my view; 
He mounts the Tyipos in a Minute's Space, 
His clouded Head knocks at the Temple-Roof, 
| Whik from his Mouth theſe difmal Words are heard: 
| * Fly, Wretch, whom Fate has doom'd thy Father's 
Blood to "ſpill, | 
And with prepoſtrons Births thy Mother's Womb to 
Ene. Is this the Cauſe | (till, 
| -W by you refuſe the Diadem of Corinth? | 5 
| . Oed. The Cauſe! why is it not a monftrous one? 
| Age. Great Sir, you may return; and tho) you ſhould 
Enjoy the Queen (which a} the Gods forbid) | 
The Act would prove no Inceſt. ö 5 
Oed. How, Ægeon? I [Fe 
Tho? Ienjoy'd my Mother, not inceſtuou? s 
1 hon rav?it, and ſo do I, and theſe all catch'd 
Ny Madneſs look, they? re dead with deep e 
Not Fnceſt! What, not Inceſt with my Mother. 
Age. My Lord, Queen Merope is not your Mother, 
Oed. Ha! did! hear mes T_T + not Merope | 
My Mother! 
Age. Nor was Polybur your Father: 1 f 
Oed. Then all my Days and Nights muſt now he ſpent 
In curious fearch, to find ont thoſe dark Parents 
Who gave me to the World ; ſpeak rhen,' Agein, ep 
By all the Gods Celeſtial and Infernal, | 
By Il the Ties of Nature, Blood and Friendſhip, 
Conceal not from this rack'd deſpairing ing, 
A Point or ſmalleit Grain of what thou know?ſts - 
Speak then, O anſwer to my Doabrs directly, 3 
If Koyal Polybus was not my Father, MAT. 1 1 
Why was I c:IÞd his Son? 7 


* 
* 
# "i . 


Fee. He, from my Arms, | 
Receiv'd you as the faireſt Gift of Nour 
Not but you were adormd with all the Riches | 
That Empire could beſtow in coſtly Mautles 


: Upon its Infant Heir. 2 | 
. Oed. But was I made the Hei} of cn, crown, 3 


Becauſe Azeon's Hand preſerited ine! $100 2 © F 
| Age. By my Advice, fs Bs an £4004 „IL „L 
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Being paſt al hope of Children, | 


He took, embrac'd, and own'd you for his Son. 


Oed. Perhaps I then am yours; inſtruct me, Sir: 
If it be ſo, L'Il kneel and weep before yon, 

With all th? Obedience of a penitent Child, | 
Imploring Pardon, 

Kill me if you pleaſe, 

I will not wreath my Body at the Wound; 
But ſink upon your Feet with a laſt Sigh, 
And ask Forgiveneſs with my d ying Hibds. 

Age. O riſe, and call not to this aged Cheek 
The little Blood that ſhould keep warm my Heart 3 
You are not mine, nor ought I to be bleſt 
With ſach a godlike Ofl-spring. Sir, 1 foun 1you * 
Upon the Mount C:itheron. 

Ocd. O ſpeak, go on; the Air grows ſenſible 
Of the great things you "utter, and is calm: 

The burr d Orbs, with Storms ſo rack'd of late, 
Seem to {t.nd till, as if that Jove was talking. 
Cithæron! ! ſpeak, the Valley of Cithæron! 

Age. Olt· times before I thither did reſort, 67 

Charm'd with the Converſation of a Man 


Who led a rural Life, and had command 


Oer all che Shepherds, whoabout thoſe Vales | 
Ten ded their numerous Flocks; in this Man's Arms 
I ſaw you ſmiling at a fatal Dagger, 

Whofe Point he often offer'd at your Throat; 


But then you ſmil'd, and then he drew it back; 


Then lifted it again, you ſmild again: 
Till he at laſt in Fury threw it from him, 
And cry'd aloud, The Gods forbid thy Death: 
Then I ruſl'd in, and after ſome Diſcourſe, 
To me he did bequeath your innocent Life; 
And I, the welcome Care to Polybus, 
Oed. To whom belongs the Maſter of the Shepherds? 
Ege. His Name I knew not, or I have forgot; 
That he was of the Family of Lajus, 
I well remember, 
Oed. And is your Friend alive? for if he be, 
u buy his Preſence, tho? it coſt my Crown, 
Age. Your menial Attendants beſt can tell 


Whether he lives, or not; abd who has now 


His Place, = F 2 
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Nc. Winds hear me to fome barren Iſland, 
Where Print of human Feet was never ſeen, © 
VOer-grown with Weeds of ſuch a mouſtrous Height, 
Their b.l:fu] Tops are waſltd with bellowing Clouds, 
Beneatb whoſe venomous Shade I may have vent 
For Horror, that would blaſt the barharous World, 

Oe Tf there be any here that knows the Perſon 
Whom he deſcribd, I charge him on his Life 
To ſpeak; Cencealment ſhall be ſudden D-ath : 

But he who brings him forth, ſhall have reward . 
Beyond Ambition's Luſt. 
Tir. His Name is Pharbas: 
Jicaſia knows him well; but if I may 
Adviſe, reſt where you are, and ſzek no farther, 

Oed. Then all goes well, ſince Phorbas is fecur d 
By my Focaſia. Haſte and bring him forth: 

My Love, my Queen, give Orders. Ha! what mean 

Theſe Tears, and Groans, and Strugglings ? ſpeak 6. Fair, 
What are thy Troubles? 

FJVyoc. Yours; and yours are mine: 

Let me conjure you take the Prophets Counſel, 
And let this Phorbas go. 

Oed. Not for the World. 

By all the Gods, Ill know my Birth, tho) Death 
Attends the Search: 1 have already paſt 
The middle of the Stream; and to return 
Seems greater Labour than to venture o'ers 
Therefore produce him. 
Joc. Once more, by the Gods, 
I beg, my Gedipus, my Lord, my Life, 
My Love, my all, my only atmoſt Hope, 
I beg yuu baniſh Phorbes : O, the Gods! 
I kneel that you may grant this firſt Requeſt, 
Deny me all things elſe; bnt for my ſake, 
And as yon prize your own eternal Quiet, 
Never let Phorbas come into your Preſence. 
Ded. You muſt be rais d, and Phoybas ſhall appear, 
Tho? his dead Eyes were Baſilisks: Guards, baſte, | 
Search the Queen's Lodgings ; find and force him hither. 
| [ Exeunt Guards. 
' Joc. O, Oedipus, yet ſend, | 
And ſtop their Entrance, ere it be too late: 
| ; | Unleſ⸗ 


ry 
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Unlefs you wiſh to ſee Focaſla rent 
With Furies, ſlain out-right with mere Diſtraction, 
Keep from your Eyes and mine the dreadful PHorbas. 
Forbear this Search, Pll think you more than mortal: 
Will you yet hear me ? ; 

Oed. Tempeſts will be heard, 
And Waves will daſh, tho? Rocks their Baſis 5 
But ſee, they enter. Tf. thou truly lov'ſt me, 


Either forbear this Subject, or retire. 


Enter Hæmon, Guard, with Phorbas. 
Joc. Prepare then, wretched Prince, prepare to hear 


A Story, that ſhall turn thee into Stone: 


Could there be hewn a monſtrous Gap in Nature, 

A Flaw made thro? the Centre by ſame God, 

Thro? which the Groans of Ghoſts might Rrike thy Ears, 
They would not wound rhee, as this Story will. 


Hark! hark! a hollow Voice calls out aloud, 


Jocaſta: Yes, III to the Royal Bed, 

Where firſt the Myſteries of our Loves were acted, 

And double dye it with Imperial Crimfon ; 

Tear off this curling Hair, 

Be gor'd with Fire, ſtab every vital Part, 

And when at daft I'm ſlain, to crown the Horror, 

My poor tormented G'1oft ſhall cleave the Ground, 

To try, if Hell can yet more deeply womid. [Eur 
Oed. She's gone: and as ſhe went, methonghr her Eyes 

Grew lirger, while a thouſand frantick Spirirs 


Seething,_like riſing Bubbles, on the brim, 


P -ep'd from the watry brinks, and'glow*d npon me. 
I'll ſeek no more; but hn{h my Genius np 

That throws me 80 my Fate, — Impoſhble! 

Oo wretehed Man! whoſe too too buſy Thoughts 


Ride ſwifter than the galloping Heav'ns around, 


With an eternal Hurry of the Soul: 
Nay, there's a time,-when-ev'n the rolling Year. 


Seems to ſtand ſtill, d-ad Calms are in che Occan, 


When not a Breath diſturbs the drowſy Waves: 


Bat Mun, the very Monſter of the World, 


Is ne er at reſt, the Soul for ever wakes. 

Come then, Gnce Deſtiny thus drives ns on, 

Let's know the bottom. Hemon, you I ſent; 

Where is that PH 
rr g Hem. 
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Heme. Here, my Royal Lord. 

Oed. Speak firſt, Ageon, ſay, is this the Man ' 78 

Age. My Lord it is; tho? Time has plough'd that Face 
With n: any Farrows ſince. I ſaw it firſt, 

Yer I'm too well acquainted with the . quite to 
Ded. Prace; ſtand back awhile, (forget it, 
Come hither Friend; I hear thy Name is Phorbas. 
- Why doſt thou turn chy Face ? Icharge thee anſwer 

To what I ſhall enquire ; Were thou not once 

The Servant of King Lajus here in Thebes ? 

Phor, 1 was, great Sir, bis true and faithful Servant; 
Born and l:red np in Court, no foreign Slave. (ment: ? 

Oed. What Office hadſt thon? What was thy Employ- 

Por. He made me Lord of all his rural Pleaſures ; 
For much he lov'd 'em; oft I entertain'd him 
With ſporting Swains, o'er whom I had command. 

Oed. Where was thy Reſidence ? to what Part o' th? 
Didſt thon moſt frequently reſort? - (Connery 
Thor. To Mount Cthæren, and the pleaſant Vallies 

Which all about lie ſhadowing its large Feet. 

0:4. Come forth Ægeon. Ha! why ftarrs thou Phorbas? 
Forward, I fay, and Face to Face confront him, 

Look wiſtly on him, thro' him if thou canſt ; 
Anchtell me on thy Life, ſay, doſt thou know him? 
er thou eber ſee him? converſe with Ws 

Near Mount Citheron ? 

Por. Who, my Lord, this Man? 

C. This Man, this old, this veneralle Man? 705 
Speak, drift thou ever meet him there ? 

Thor. Where, Sacred Sir? 
Oed. Near Mount Cithæ ron; anſwer to the Purpoſe. | 
"Tis a King ſpeaks ; and Roy.) Minutes are 
'Of much more worth than thouſand vulgar Years : 

Diditthon Ver ſee this Man near Citheron ? 

Plor, Moſt ſure, my Lord, I have ſeen Lines like hoſe 
His Viſage bears; but know not where, nor when, 
re. It's poſſib le you ſhouls Is farger your anegient Friend? 
| There are v enen | 1 
Particilirs which may excite your dead R-membrance, 
Have you forgot I roof an Iufent from you, 

Doon:'d to be murder'd in that gloomy Vale? 
The Swadling Bands were-Purple, wrought with 2 ; 
. ave 


to 
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Have you forgot tov how you wept, and begg'd 
That T ſhould: breed him up, and ask no more? 
Phor. Whatc'er T begg'd; thou, like a Dotard, ſpeak t 
More than is requiſite : : And what of this? 
Why is it mention'd now ? and why, O why, 
Doſt thou betray the Secrets of thy Friend? 
Ege. Be not too raſh. That Infant grew at laſt 
A King; and here the happy Monarch ſtands. (utter d! 
Thor. Ha! Whither would'ſt thou! O what haſt thou 
For what thou haft ſaid, Death ftrike-thee dumb for ever. 
Oed. Forbear to curſe the Innocent; and be 
Accurſt thy ſelf, thou ſhifring Traitor; Villian, 


Damm Hyrocrite, equi vocating Slave. 


Phor. O Heav'ns! wherein, my Lord, have! offended? 

Oed. Why ſpeak you not according to my Charge? 
Bring forth the Rack, ſince Mildneſs cannot win you, 
Torments ſhall force. 

Thor. Hold, hold, O dreadful Sir! 
You will not Tack an innocent old Man. 

Oed. Speak then. 

Phor. Alas! what would you have me Cay 1 7 

Oed. Did this oſd Min take from your Arms an Infant? 

Phor. We did; and oh! Iwifh to all the Gods, | 


Phorbas had peri{h'd 1 in that very Moment. (ing. 


Oed. Moment! thou ſhalt be Hours, Days, Years a dy- 


Here, bind his Hands; ne dallies with my Fury: 


But I ſhall find a way 
Thor. My Lord, I ſaid 1 gave the Infant to him. 
Oed. Was he thy own, or given thee by another f 
Phoxr. He was not mine, but given me by another. 
Oed. Wheiice and from whom ? what City? of what 
Phor; O Royal Sir, I bow me to the Ground, (Houſe? 

Would I could fink beneath it ; by the Gods, | 

I do con jure you to enquire no "in6te; 


Oed. Furies and Hell! Hemon, bring forth the Rack, 
' Fercl hither Cords, and Knzves, and ſulphurous Flames, 


He Ill be bound, and gaſh'd, his Skin flead oft, , 
And bürnt alive, F | 
Par. O pare my Age. 
Od. Rif: i then, and ſpeakx. 
Phor. Dread $ Sir, FF 
Oed. Who gave that Iufarit't6 thee? & 
Por. 


* 
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Thor. One of King Lajus? Family: 
Oed. O you immortal Gods! but ſay, 4 wast ? 

Which of the Family of Zajus gave it? 

A Servant, or one of the Royal Blood ? 

Phor. O wretched State! I die, unleſs I ſpeak; 

And, if I ſpeak, moſt certain Death attends me! 

Od. Thou ſhalt not die, Speak then, who was it? ſpeaks 

While I have Senſe to underſtaud the Horror; 

For I grow cold. | 

Tur. The Queen Jocaſta told me 

It was her Son by Lajus. - | 
Oed. O you Gods! but did ſhe. give it thee? 

For. My Lord, ſhe did. | (Heart, 
Ded. Wherefore ? for what ? —O break not yet my 

| Tho my Byes burſt, no matter: Wilt thou tell me, 

Or muſt Lask for ever? for what end? 

Why gave ſhe thee her Child? 
 Phor, To murder it. 

Oed. O more than ſavage! murder her own Bowels! 

Without a Cauſe! 

Phor, There was a dreadful one, | N 

Which had foretold that moſt unhappy Son 

Should kill his Father, and enjoy his Mother. 

Ded. But one thing more: | 

Jocaſta told me thou wert by the Chariot 
When the old King was ſlain: ſpeak, Iconjure thee, 

For I ſhall never ask thee ought again, 

What was the Number of the. Aſſaſſinates? 

Nhor. The dreadful Deed was acted but by one: 

And ſure that one had much of your Reſemblance. © 
Ded. 'Tiswell!.I thank you Gods, tis wondrous well: ? 
Daggers and Poiſon ;, O there 18.110 need 

For my Diſpatch ; and you, you mercileſs Pow'rs, 
Hoard up your Thunder-Stones; ; krep, keep your Bolts 

For Crimes of little Note. \ Falk. 

Aar. BHelpygHemon, help, and bow him gently forward; 

Chafe, chafe liis Temples: : how the mighty Spirite, 

Half ſtrangled with the Damp his Sorrows rais d, 
Struggle for vent! but ſee, he breathes again, 

And vigorous Nature breaks. thro all Oppoſition, 

Ho fares my Royal Friend? 

Oed. The wore for you. 


O bar- 
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O barbarons Men! and oh the hated Light! 

Why did you force me back to curſe the Day; 

To curſe my Friends; to blaſt with this dark Breath 

The ye: untainted Earth and circling Air 

To raife new Plagues, and call new Venge: nce down ? 
Why did you rempt the Gods, and dare to touch me F 


Methinks there's not a Hand that graſs this Hell, 
But ſhould run up like Flax all blazing Fire. 


Stand from this Spot, I wiſh yon as my Friends, 
And come not near me, leſt the gaping Earth 
Swallow you too Lo, I am gone already. 
[ Draws and claps bis. Sword to his Breaſt, which 
Adraſtus ſtrikes away with his Foot. 

Adr. You ſhill no more be truſted with your Life. 
Creon,; Alcander, r help to hold him. 

Qed. Cruel Adraſtas! Wilt thou, N too? 
Are theſe the Obligations of my Friends? 
O worſe than worſt of my moſt barbarons Foes ! 
Dear, dear Adraſtss. look with half an Eye 
On my unheard of Woes, and judge thy ſelf, 


If it be fit that ſuch a Wretch ſhould Ree! 


O, by theſe melting Eyes, unus'd to weep, 


With all the low Submiſſion of a Slave, 


I do conjure thee give my Horrors way ! 
Talk not of Life. for that will make me rave: 
As well thou may "Rt adviſe a tortur'd Wretch, 
All mangled o'er from Head to Foot with Wounds, 
And his Bones broke, to wait a better Dey. 
Aar. My Lord, you ask me things impoſlible ? 
And I with Juſtice ſhonld be thought your Foe, 
To leave you in this Tempeſt of your Soul. 
Tho' baniſh'd Thebes, in Corinth you may reign 5 
Th' Infernal powers themſelves exact no more! 
Calm then your Rage, and once more ſeek the Gods. 
Oed. I'll have no more to do with Gods, nor Men; 
Hence from my Arms, avant. Enjoy thy Mother! 
What, violate with beſtial Appetite 
The ſacred Veils that rapt thee yet unborn ! 
This 1s not to be borne : hence! off, I ſay ! 
For they who Jett my Vengeance, make themſelves 
Accomplices in my moſt horrid GuuJr. 


Aar. B you | 


* 
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And ſuffer all together: This perhaps, 1 


When Ruin comes, may help to break your Fall, 


Oed. O that, as oft I have at Athens ſeen 
The Stage ariſe, and the big Clouds deſcend ; 
So now in very Deed I might behald 


The pond'rous Earth, and all yon marble Roof | 


Meer, like the n of Fove, and cruſh Mankind, 
For all the Elements, and all the Pow'rs 


Celeſtial, nay, Terreſtrial and Infernal, 


Conſpire the Rack of out-caſt Oedipus : 
Fall Darkneſs then, and everlaſti ng Night 
Shadow the Globe; may the Sun never dawn, 


The filver Moon be blotted from her Orb; 


And for à univerſal Ront of Nature 

Thro' all the inmoſt Chambers of the Sky, 

May there be not a Glimpſe, one ſtarry Spark, 

But Gods meet Gods and joſtle in the Dark ; 

That Jars may riſe, and Wrath divine be bur] - ITE 
Which may to Atoms ſhake the ſolid World, | Exeznt, 


SIH2922I500I000800D05 
A CT-V.8:CEN+E I. 


Enter Creon, Alcander, and Pyracmon. 


Cre. HE B Es is at length my own, and all my 


Wiſhes, 


| (Which ſure were great as Royalty eder form'd) 


Fortune and my auſpicious Stars have crown'd. 
O Diadem, thou Center of Ambition, 
Where all its different Lines are reconcil'd, 
As if thou wert the Burning-Glaſs of Glory ! 

Pyr. Might I be Counſellor, I would intreat you 
To cool à little, Sir: 
Find out Eurydice; 
And xwith the Reſolution of a Man 
Mark'd out for Greatneſs, give che fatal Choice 
Of Death, or Marriage. 

Alc. Survey curs'd Oedipus, 
As one who, tho unfortunate, 's belov'd, 
Thougbt innocent, and therefore much lamented 
By all the Thebans; you muſt mark him dead; 1 


b. 
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Since nothing hut his Death, not Baniſhment, 


Can give Aſſurance to your doubtful Reign. 
Cre. Well have you done to ſnatch me from the Storm 
Of racking Tranſport, 'where the little Streams 
Of Love, Revenge, and all the under Paſſions, 
As Waters are by ſacking WhirI-pools drawn, 
Were quite devour'd in the vaſt Gulph of Empire: 
Therefore, Pyracmon, as you boldly urg'd, 
Eurydice ſnall die, or be my Bride. 
Alcander, ſummon to their Maſter's Aid 
My menial Servants, and all thoſe whom Change 
State, and Hope of the new Monarch's Favour 
Can win to take our gh; Away; what now? 
: [3 1 L 1 F219 ; Lair N [ 


Enter Hæmon- 


When Hemon weeps, without the help of MR 
I way forete] there is a fatal Cauſe. | 

Hem. Is't poſſible you ſhould be ignorant 
Of what has happen d to the deſperate King? 

Cre. I know no more, but that he was ks 
Into bis Cloſet, where I ſaw him fling 1 Ded a 107 
His trembling, Body on the Royal Be dz 7 
All left him there, at his delle, alones ae On 
But ſure no Ill, unleſs he dy d with Grief, ef 11T 
Could happen, for you bore his Sword way. | 

Hem. I did: and having lock the Door, « 9 
And thro? a Chink I found, not only heard, * 1 
But ſaw him, when he thoght no Eyes b-held him: | 
At firſt, deep Sighs heav d from his woful Heart, £ 
Murwuien and Groans, that ſhook the ow Ward Rr ; 


Art thou all «live, O Wreteh ' hee 


Then Sroan dagal n, as if his AS ] 8991 1: fox 2 8 y 
Had crack'd the Strangs of Life, and burſt away. a 
Cre. I weep to hitar ; 5 how then ſhould T have griev d, 
Ha I behe'd this woncroys H. -ap nl Ls 
But, to the fatal Pri d., 6 5 : 3 fog 

Hem. T hrice he iruck 3 DT 
With all his force, his ho! 5 8 groaning Breaſt, © 
And thus, w with'Ont-crics, to himfelf com YN 
But thou canſt -Wert then, tand tbou chink, t tis well, 
Theſe Bubbles of the-ſhalloweſt empfieſt Sorrow: 
| | Which 
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Which Children vent for Toys, and Women rain 


For any Trifle their fond Hearts are ſet on; 
Yet theſe thou think ſt are ample ö 


For bloodieſt Murder, and for burning Luſt : 


No, Parricide, if thou muſt weep, weep Blood; 
Weep Eyes, inſtead of Tears: O! by the Gods, 
*Tis greatly thought, he ory d, and fits my Woes, 
Which ſaid, he ſmiPd revengefully, and leapt 
Upon the Floor; thence gazing at the Skies, 
His Eye-balls fiery red, and glowing Vengeance, 
Gods, I accuſe you not, tho! I no more | 


Will view your Heav'n, till with more durable Gly | 


The mighty Soul's immortal Perſpectives, 

I find your dazzling Beings : Take, he cry d, 

Take, Eyes, your laſt, your fatal farewel View. 

When with a Groan that ſeem'd the Call of Death, 

With horrid force lifting his impious Hands, 

He ſnatch'd, he tore, from forth their bloody Orbs, 

The Balls of Sight, and daſni dem on the Ground. 
Cre. AMaſter- piece of Horror! new and dreadful! 
Hæm. I ran to ſuccour him; but, oh! too late; 

For he had pluckt the remnant Strings away. 

What then remaing, but that I find Tireſtas, 


Who, with his Wiſdom may allay thoſe Furies 


That haunt his gloomy Soul Exit. | 
Cre. Heav n will reward | 
Thy Care, moſt honeſt, faithful, fooliſh Hemons 


Bur wy Alcander enters, well attended. 
Enter Alcander. 


J ſce thou haſt been diligent. 


Alc. Nothing theſe 
For Number to the Crowds that ſoon will follow; 
Be reſolute, 
An call your utmoſt Fury to revenge. 

Cre. Ha! thou haſt given 
Th' Alarm to Cruelty ; ; and never may 
Theſe Eyes be closd, till they behold Adraſtus | 
Strerch d at che Fect of falſe Eurydice. 

| Enter Adraſtus and Eurydice attended. 


Aas. Alas! Eurydice, what fowl raſh Man, 
What inconſiderate and ambitions Fool, 


2 


That 


r Slut. 6 a imo. 
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That ſhall. hereafter read the Fate of Oedipus, * 
Will dare, with his frail Hand, to graſp a Scepter ? 

Eur. Tis true, a Crown ſeems dreadful, and I wilk 
That you and I, more lowly plac'd, miglit paſs 
Our ſofter Hours in humble Cells away : 
Not but I love you to that infinite height, 
I could (O wondrous Praof of fierceſt Love!) 


Be greatly wretched in a Court with you. . 


bl 


Adr. Take then this moſt lov d Innocence away z 
Fly from tumultuous Thebes, 
From Blood and Murder, | 
Fly from the Author of all Villanies, 
Rapes, Death, and Treaſon, from that Fury Creon ; 
Voucliſafe that I, oer joy d, may bear you hence, 
And at your Feet preſent the Crown of Argos, 

Bot [ Creon and Attendants come up to him. 

Cre. I have o'er-heard thy black Deſign, Adraſtus; 
And therefore, as a Traitor to this State, 
Death ought to be thy Lot: Let it ſuffice 
That Thebes ſurveys thee as a Prince; abuſe not 
Her proffer'd Mercy, but retire het imes; 
Leſt ſhe repent, and haſten on thy Doom, 

Adr. Think not, moſt abject, 
Moſt abbor'd of Men, : 
Adraſtus will vouchſafe to anfwer thee ; 
Thebanz, to you I juſtify- my Love: 
I have addreſsd my Prayers to this fair Princeſs, 
But, if I ever meant a Violence, 
Or thought to raviſh, as that Traitor did, 
What humbleſt Adorations could not win, 
Brand me, you Gods, blot me with foul Diſhonour, 
And let Men curſe me by the Name of Creon. 
Eur. Hear me, O Thebans, if you dread the Wrath 


| Of her whom Fate ordain d to be your Queen; 


Hear me, and dare not, as y6u prize your Lives, 
To take the part of that rebellious Traitor. 
By the Decree of Royal Oedipus, 
By Queen Jocaſſa's Order, but what's more, 
My own dear Vows of everlaſting Love, 
I here reſign to Prince Airaſlas Arms 
All that the World can make me Miſtreſs of. 
Cre, O perjur'd Woman ! 2 
. G | Draw 
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Draw all; and when I give the Word, fal! on, 
_ Fraitor, reſign the Princeſs, or this moment 
Expect, with all thoſe moſt unfortunate Wretches, 
Upon this ſpot ſtrait to be hewn in pieces. | 


Aar. No, Villain, no; with twice thoſe odds of Men, 


I doubt not in this Cauſe to vanquiſh thee. 
Captain, remember to your Care I give Fn. 
My Love, ten thouſand thouſand times more dear 
Than Life, or Liberty. 
Ce. Fall on, Alcander. | 0 
Pyracmon, you and I muſt wheel abont 
For nobler Game, the Princeſs, 
Aar. Ah! Traitor, doſt thou ſhun me? 
Follow, follow, 
My brave Companions ; ſee, the Cowards fly. 
[Exit fighting : Creon's Party beaten off by Adraſtus, 
| Enter Oedipus. | | 


Oed. O, tis too T:ttle this! thy lofs of Sight, 

What has it done? I ſhall be gaz d at now 

The more; be pointed at, There goes the Monſter ? 
Nor have I hid my Horrors from my ſelf: 

For tho? corporeal Light be loft for ever, 

The bright reflect ing Soul, thro? glaring Opticks, 
Preſents in larger Size her black Ideas; | 
Doul-ling the bloody Proſpect of my Crimes, 
Holde Fancy dow, and makes her act again, | 
With Wife, and Mother, Tortures, Hell, and Furies. 
Ha ! now the bakfal Off-ſpring's brought to light! 
In horrid Form they rank themſelves before me 3; 
What ſhall I call this Medley of Creation | 
Here one, with all th' Obedience of a Son, 
Borrowing Joc aſtas Look, kneelsat my Feet, 

And calls me Father; there's ſturdy Boy, 
' R:ſembling Lajus juſt as win I kilb'd him, 

Bears up, and. with his cold Hand graſping mine, 
Cries ont, how fares ny Brother Oedipus? 
What, Sons and Brothers! Siſters an! Daughters too 2 
Fly all, be gone, fly from my whirling Brain; 
Hence Inceſt, Murder; hence yon ghaſtly Figures ? 
O Gods! Gods, anſwer; is there any mean? 

Let me go mad, or die. e 


Euter 


Men, 


ſtus, 


te 
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DOT = Enter Jocaſta. . 3-4 

| Fc. Where, where is this moſt wretched of Mankind, 
This ſtately Image of Imperial Sorrow, ; 
Whoſe Story told, whoſe very Name but mention? 
Would cool the Rage of Fevers, and unlock 
The Hand of Luſt from the pale Virgin's Air, 
And throw the Raviſher before her Feet? 

Oed. By all my Fears, I think't Focafts's Voice? 
Hence; fly, be gone: O thou far worſe. than worft 
Of damning Charmers! O abhor'd, loath'd Creature? 
Fly, by th: Gods, or by the Fiends, I charge thee, 

Far as the Eaſt, Weſt, North, or South of Heav'nz 
But think not thou ſhalt ever enter there: 

The Golden Gates are barr'd with Adam int 

*Gainſt thee, and me; and the Cel: ſtial Guards, 
Still as we riſe, will daſh our Spirits down. 

Fc. O wrerche | Pair? O greatly wretched we 
Two Worlds of Woe ! 

Oed. Art thou not gone then? Hil 
How dar i thou ſtand the Fury of xhe Gads ? | 
Or com'ſt thou in the Grave to reap new Pl-aſures ? 

Foe. Talk on, till thou mak'ſt mad my rolling Brai: 
Groan ſtill more Death: and may thoſe diſmal Sources 
Still bubble on, and pont forth Blood and Tears. 
Methinks at ſuch a Meet ing, He w'n ſtands fläll; 

The Sea nor ebbs nor flows: this Mole-hill Eck 


* 


Is heav'd no more; the buſy Emmets ceaſe. 


Let hear me on | 
Oed. Speak then, and blaſt my Soul, 
Fx. O my lov'd Lord, tho I reſolve a Ruin 
To match my Crimes; by all my Miſeries, 
"Tis Horror worſe than thouſand thouſand Deaths, 
To ſend me hence withour a kind Farewel, 
Oed. Gods! how ſhe ſhikes me? -= ſtay thee, O Jocaſle, 
Speak ſomething ere thou goeſt for ever from me. 
Foe. Tis Woman's Weakneſs that I would be pitydz : 
Pardon me then, O greateſt, cho? moſt wretched | 
"Of all ehy Kind; my Soul is on the brink, 
And ſees the boiling Furuace juſt beneath: 
Do not than puſh me off, and I will go, 
With ſuch a Willingneſs, as if that Heav'n 
Wich all its Glories glozy 4 for my Reception. 
, 4 . 5 


Del. 
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Oed. Oh, in my Heart I fee] the Pangs of Nature? 

Tt works with KIndneſs oder. Give, give me way z 

I feel a melting here, a Tenderneſs 

Too mighty for the Anger of the Gods. 

Direct me to thy Knees; yet, Oh, forbear ? 

Leſt the dead Embers ſhould revive, 

Stand off and at juſt diſtance 

Let me groan my Horrors—— here 

Ou the Earth, here below my utmoſt Gale; 


Here ſbb my Sorrows, till 1 burſt with ſighing; d 


Here graſp and Janguiſh out my wounded Soul. 
Fac. In ſpice of all thoſe Crimes, the crne] Gods 
Can charge mie with, I know my Innocence 
Know yours: tis Fate alone that makes us wretched, 
For yon are ſtall my Husband. 
Od. Swear [ am, 
And IN tellcve thee, teal into thy Arms, 
Ren:w Endearments, think 'em no Pollut ions, 
But chaſte as Spirit Joys; gently Vl come, 
Thus wee ing blind, like ds wy Night, upon thee, 
And fold thee ſoft ly in my Arms to Slun. bers. 


The Ghoſt of La jus aſcends by degrees, Pointing at Jocaſta. 


For. Be gone, my Lord! alas, what are we doing? 
Fly from my Arms! Whirlwinds, Seas, Continents, 
Ad Worlds, divide us! O thrice happy thou, 

Who haſt no uſe of Eyes; for here's a Sight 
Would turn the melting Face of Merey s ſelf 
To a wild Furz: 

Ocd. Ha! hat ſceſt thou there? 

Fac. The Spirit of my Husband! © the Gods! 
How wan he looks. 

Oed. Thou rav'ſt; thy Husband's here. 

Fac. There, there be mounts, 
In circling Fare, amongſt the bluſning Clouds! 
And ſee, he waves Facaſta from the World ! 
Ghoſt, Joca la, Oedipus. 2 hes with Tandler. 
Oed. What wouldſt thou have? 
Thou xnowꝰſt I cannot come to thee, detaind 
Tn Darkneſs here, and kept from means of Death, 
I've heard a Spirit's Force is wonderful; 


At whoſ: Approach, when ſtarting from has Dungeon, 
| The 


The Earth does ſhake, and rhe old Ocean groans, 
Rocks are remov'd, and Towers are tbundred down; 
And Walls of Braſs, and Gates of Adamant, 

Are paſſable as Air, and fleet like Winds. 

Foc. Was that a Ravens Croak, or my Son's Vaice?, 
No matter which; PIl to the Grave and hide me: 
Earth open, or [' u rear thy Bowels up. 

Hark ! he goes on, and blabs the D.ed of Inceſt. 

Oed, Strike then, Imperial Ghoſt, daſh all at once 
This Houſe of Clay into a thouſand Pieces; 

That my poor lingring Soul may take her fight, | 
To your immortal Dwellings. EW 1 
c. Haſte thee then, 85 | 
Or I ſhall be before thee; ſee, thou canſt not ſee g 

Then I will tell chee that my Wings are on,; 
I'll mount, I'll fly, and with a Port divine 

Glide all along the gaudy milkySoil, 

To find my Zajus out; ask every God 

In bis bright Palace, if he knows my Lale. 

My murder'd Lajas- 

Oed. Ha ! how's this, Jocaſta? 

Nay, if thy Brain be ſick, then thou art bappy. 

Foc, Ha! will you not ? ſhall I not find um out ? 
Will you not ſhew him? are my Tears deſp4s'd ? 
Why, then UN thunder; yes, Iwill be mad, 

And fright you with my Crics; yes, cruel Go: Js! 
Tho? Vultures, Eagles, Dragons tear my: Hart, 

I'll ſnatch Celeſtial Piames, tire all your Dwellings, 
Melt down your Gol.\en Roofs, aud maze your Doors 
Of Cryſtal fly from oft. their Diamond Hinges; 
Drive you all out from your ambroſial Hives, 

To ſwarm like Bees about the Fi. Id of Heav'n. 

This will I do unleſs you ſhew me Laj4s, 


My dear, my murder'd Lord. O Lajus.! L1jus! Lajus'! 7 


LEx. Jocaſta. 

Oed. Excellent Grief wh: this is as it pull le! 
No Mourning can be ſnicalle to Crimes | 
Like ours, but hat Death makes, or Madneſs forms. 
1 cou'd have vii merhoughr for Sight agein, 
Ta mark che. Gallan: ry of lier Diftri&ton : 
Her blazing Eyes darting the wi „drang 8 ters, 
T: have ſen her mouth the Heay*as and mate the Gods, 
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While with her thundring Voice ſhe menac'd high, 
And every Accent twang'd with ſmarting Sorrow. 
Nut whar's ali this to thee? thou Coward yet 

Art living, canſt not, wilt not find the Road 

To the great Palace of magnificent Death ; 

Tl o theuſend Ways lead to His thouſand Doors, 
Which Day and Night are ſtill unbarr'd for all. 

[ Claſhing of Swords : Drums and trig af vie fen. 
Hark* tis the Noiſe of claſhing Swords ! the Sound 
Comes near: Oh, that a Battle would come o'er me? 
Tf I but graſp a Sword, or wreſt a Dagger, 

DI make a Ruin with the firſt that falls, 


Enter Hzmon, with Guards. | 


Hem, Seise him, and bear him to the Weſtern row. 
Pardon me, ſaered Sir; I am inform d 
That Greon-has Deſigns upon yunr Life ; | 
Forgive me then, if to preſerve you from him, 
I orler your Confinement, 
O. d. Slaves unhand me. 
I think thon haſt a Sword; twas the wrong ſide. 
Vet, cruel Hemoz, think nor 1 will live; B 
He that could tear bis Eyes out, ſure can find 
Some deſſerate way to ſtifle his curſt Breath: 
Or if I ſtarve ! but that's a lingring Fate; 
Or if I have my Brains upon the Wall ! 
The airy Soul can eaſily ober- ſ.oot 
Thoſ: Bonds Vith which thou ſtrivꝰſt to pate her i in. 
Yes, I will perith4an deſpite of tliee; 
And |: 'y the Rage that firs me, if I meet the 
In tl? other World P11 curſe thee for this Uſage. [Ex. 
Hem. Tirefas, after him, and with your Counſel 
Adviſe him humbly; charm, af poſſible, 
Theſe Feuds within, while I-without extinguiſh, 
Or periſh in th' Attempt, the furious Creon, 
Thar Brand which ſets our City in a Flame. 
Tir. Heav'n proſper your Intent, and give a Petiod 
To all your Pl-gies 3 what old Tirefias can, 
Shall ſtrait be done. Lad, Mauto, to the Tow?'r. 
Ex. Tir. and Manto. 


Hæm. Follow me all and help to part this Fray, 
| { Trumpets again, 
Or 
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Or fall together 1 In the bloody ae (Ex. - 


Euter Creon with Eurydice, Pyracmon, and his Party : 
giving Ground to Adraſtus. 


Cre. Hold, hold your Arms, Adraſtus Prince of Argos, 
Hear, and behold 3 Eurydice rs my Priſoner, * : 
Adr. What wouldſt thou, Helbhound 2 
I Cre, See this brandiſh'd Dagger: | 
| Forego th' Advantage which thy Arms have won, 
Or by the Blood which trembles thro the Heart, 
Of her whom more than Life | know thou loy ſt, 
IU bury co the Haft, in ber fair-Breaſt, 
This Inſtrument of my Revenge. _— 
Adr. Stay thee, damui'd Wretch, hold, ftop thy bloody 4 
— Hand. q 
Cre. Give order then, that on this inſtant now, 
This moment, all thy Soldiers ſtrait disband. 
Adr. Away my Friends, ſinee Fate has ſo allotted :; 
Be gone, and leave me to the Villain's Mercy. 
Eur. Ah, my Adraſtus! call em, call 'em back! 
Stund theres come back! Oh, cruel r eee. Men! 
Could you chen leave your Lord, your Prince, your King. 
After ſo bravely having fought his Cauſe, i 
To periſh by the Hand of this baſe Villain? 
Why rather ruſh you not at once together 
All to his Rain ? drag bim thro? the Streets, 
Heng his comagions' Quarters on the Gates,; 

Nor let my Death affright yon. | | 
Cre. Die firſt thy ſelt then, | | 
Aar. Oh, I charge thee, hold. 1 

Hence from my Preſence all; z he's not my. Frienl 
That diſobeys. See, art thou now appeas'd ? . | 
[ Ex, Artendants. 
Or ds there ought elſe yet remains to do 
That can atone thee ? Slake thy Thirſt of Blood 
With mine; but ſave, O ſive that imocent Wretch. 
Ore. Forego thy Sword, and yield thy ſelf my Priſoner. 
Eur. Yet whil there's any dawn of Hope to fave 
Thy precious Life, my dear Adraſtut, . 
What:'er chou oſt, deliver nat thy Swor!l ; = 
Wich char thou may'ft get off, "tho? Ouds oppoſe thee : 
For me, O fear not; no, he dares not toucli me; 
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His horrid Love will ſpare me. Keep thy Sword; 
Leſt I be raviſh'd after thou art ſlain, 2 
Aar. Inſtruct me, Gods! what ſhall Adraſtus do? 
Fe. Do what thou wilt when ſhe is dead; my Soldiers 
With Numbers will oderpower thee. Is thy win | 
Eurydice ſhould fall before thee? 
Adr. Traitor, no; 
Better, that thou and I, and all Mankind 
Should be no more. 
Cre. Then caſt thy Sword away, 
And yield thee to my Mercy, or I ſtrike. 


Adr. Hold thy rais'd Arm; give me a moment's pauſe, 


My Father, when he bleſt me, gave me this; 
My Son, faid he, let this be thy laſt Refuge: 
Tf thou forego'ſt it, Miſery attends thee; | 
Yet Love now charms it from me ; which in a 
The Hazards of my Life I never loſt. 
Tisthine, my faithful Sword, my only Truſt; 
Tho my Hears tells me that the Gift is fatal, 
Cre. Fatal! Yes, fooliſh Love-ſick Prince, it ſhaſl: 


Thy Arrogance, thy Scorn, my Wounds Eons 


Turn all at once the fatal Point upon thee, ' 

Pyracmon, to the Palace, diſpatch 

The King; hang Hzmon up, for he is Loyal, 

And will oppoſe me. Come, Sir, are you ready ? 
Adr. Yes, Villain, for whatever thou canſt dare. 
Eur. Hold, Creon, or thro' me, thro? me you wound, 
Aar. Off, Madam, or we periſh both; behold 

Tm not unarmid, my Ponyard's in wy *. 

Therefore away. 
Eur. III guard your Liſe with mine. / 


Cee. Die both then; there is now no time for dallying. b 


[:Kills Eurydice. 
Kur. Ab, Prince, farewel.! farewel, my. dear Adraſtze, 


Dies. 


Ar Unheard of Monſter ! eldeſt, born of Hell 4. 


Down to thy primitive Flames. 4 Gros | 


Cre. Help Soldiers, help: 
Revenge me. i 
Aar. More, yet more; a thonſaud Wonnda 


11 Ramp thee all, 2 to the gaping Furies. | 
Adraſtus falls, kid ly the Gn 


MAY 


1 print upon: their coral Mouths ſuch Kiſſes, 
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Euter Hæmon, Guards with Alcander and Dyracmon 
bound: The Aſſaſſine, are dri ven off. | 

O Hemon, I am ſlain; nor need I name 

Th? inhuman Author of all Villanies ; 

There he lies gaſping. | 

Cre. If I muſt plunge in Flames, 

Burn firſt my Arm; baſe Inſtrument, unfft 

To act the Dictates of my daring Mind; 

Burn, burn for ever, O weak Subſtitute 


Ok that, the God Ambition. DDies. 


Aar. She's gone; O deadly Marke- man, in the Heart? 
Vet in the Pangs of Drath ſhe graſps my Hand: 
Her Lips too tremble, as if ſh? would ſpeik 
Her 1aſt Far: wel, O Oeadip is, thy Fall 
Is great; and nobly now thou goeſt attended, 
They talk of Heroes, and Cc]:ſttal B-auties, 
And wondrons Pleaſures in the other World; 
Lec me but find her there, I ask no more. Dias. 


Enter a Captain to Hæmon, with Tireſias and Manto. 


Crp. O, Sir, the Queen Jocaſta, ſwift and wild, 
As a robb'd Tygreſs, bounding ober the Woods, 
Has acted Murders that amaze Mankind: | 
In twiſted Gold I faw her Daughters hang 
On che Bed Royal; and her little Sons i 
Srabiid thro? tie Breaſts upon the bloody Pillows, 

Hem. Relentleſs Heav'ns! is then the Fate of Laus 
Never to be aton'd ? how ſacred ought | 
Kings Lives be held, when but the Death of one 
Demands an Empir®s Blood for Expiarion ? 

But ſee ! the ſurious mad Focaſta's here. 


S CEN E draws, and diſcovers Jocaſta held by ber Ns. 
men, and ſlabb"d in many Places of her Boſom, her Hair 
diſbe vel d, her Children ſtain upon the Bed. 

Was ever ſuch a Sight of ſo much Horror, 

And Pity, brought to view! 

Foc. Ah, crael Women! 
Will you not Jet me take my laſt Farewel 


Of thoſe dear Babes? O let me run and ſeal 


My melting Soul upon their bubbling Wounds! 


As 


a. 


V2 OEDIPUS 
As ſhall recal their wandring Spirits home. 
Let me go, let me go, or I will tear you piece-meal, 
Helv, Hemon, help: RS TD 
Help, Oedipus; help, Gods; Focaſta dies. 
| Enter Oedipus above. 


Oed. T've found a Window, and I thank the Gods, 
Tis quite unbarr'd. Sure by the diſtant Noiſe, 
The Height will fir my fatal Purpoſe well. | 

Foc. What, hoa, my Oedipus ; ſee where he ſtands! 
His groping Ghoſt is lodg'd upon a Tow?r, | 
Nor can it find the Road: Mount, mount my Soul 
PII wrap thy ſhivering Spirit in lambent Flames! and ſo 
But ſee! we re landed on the happy Coaſt; (we'll ſails 
And all the golden Strands are cover'd oer 
With glorious Gods that come to try our Cauſe: 

Jo ve, Jo ve, whoſe Majeſty now finks me down 

He who himſelf burns in nn}:wfal Fires, 

Shall judge, and ſhall acquit us. O, 'tis done! 

Tis fixt by Fate, upon Record Di vine! 

And Oedipus ſhall now be ever mine. DLDier. 
Oed. Speak, Hemon ; what has Fate been doing there? 

What dreadful Deed has mad Jocaſta done? | 2 

Hem. The Queen herſelf, and all your wretched Off- 

Are by her Fury lain. (ſpring, 
Oed By all my Woes, | | 

She has ont-done me in Revenge and Murder; 

And I ſhonld envy her the ſad Applauſe : | 

Bur, oh! my Children! oh! what have they done? 

This was not like the Mercy of the Heav'ns, c 

To fer her Madneſson.fuch Craeley : 

This ſtirs me wore than all my Sufferings, 

And with my laſt Breath I muſt call you Tyrants, 
Hem. What mean yon, Sir? | 
Oed. Jocaſta! Lo! I come. 

O, Lajus, Labdacus, and all you Spirits 

Of the Cad mean Race, prepare to n:eet me, 

All weeping rang'd along the gloomy Shore: 

Extend your Arms t embrace me; for I come. 

May all the Gods too from their Battlemencs 

Behold, and wonder at a Mortal sdariug ; 

And, when I knock the Goal of dreadful Death, 


\ 


Shout 
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Shout and applaud me with a Clap of Thunder. 
Once more, thus wing d by horrid Fate, I come 
Svift as a falling Meteor; lo! I fly, 
And thus go downwards to the darker Sky. 
[ Thunder; he flings himſelf from the Windew, the 
| Thebans gather about his Body. 
. Hem. O Prophet, Oedipus is now no more! 
Ocurs'd Effect of the moſt deep Deſpair ! | 
Tir, Ceaſe your Complaints, and bear his Body hence: 
The dreadful Sight will daunt the drooping Thebans, 
Whom Heav'n decrees to raiſe with Peace and Glory, 
Yer by theſe terrible Examples warn'd, 
The ſacred Fury that alarms the World, 
Let none, tho? ne'er ſo virtuous, great and high, 


Be judg'd entirely bleſt before they die. [Exeunt. 
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